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SHEPHERDESS  E- 
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And  divers  times  fince,  with  great  ap> 
plaufc,at  the  Private  Houle  in  Black- 
FricrSjby  his  Majefties  Servants. 
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The  Fourth  Edition. 
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[iff] 


To  tny  friend  Majler  Iohn  Fletcher  upon  bit 
faithfull  S bepberdejfe. 

I Know  too  well,that,no  more  then  the  man 
That  travells  through  the  burning  Defarts,  can 
When  he  is  beaten  with  the  raging  Sunne, 

Halfe  fmootherd  in  the  duft,  have  power  to  runne 
From  a coolc  River,  whh  h himfelfc  doth  find. 

Ere  he  be  flack'd  • no  more  can  he  whofe  mind 
:Joyes  in  the  Mufes,  hold  from  that  delight. 

When  nature,  and  his  full  thoughts  bid  him  write  i 
Yet  wi(h  l thofe  whom  I for  friends  have  known. 

To  fing  their  thoughts  to  no  eares  but  their  ownc. 

Why  (houjd  the  man,  whofe  wit  neere  had  a ftaine,, 

'Upon  the  publick  Stage  prefent  his  vaine. 

And  make  a thoufand  men  in  judgmentfit, 

To  call  in  queftion  his  undoubted  wit. 

Scarce  two  of  which  can  underftand  the  laws 
Which  they  fhould  judge  by,  cor  the  parties  caufe? 

Among  the  rout  there  is  not  one  that  hath 
In  his  owne  cenfure  an  explicite  faith  • 

One  company  knowing  they  judgement  lack. 

Ground  their  beliefe  on  the  next  man  in  blacke  i 
Others,  on  him  that  makes  fignes,andis  mute, 

Some  like  as  hedoes  in  the  faireft  fute, 

He  as  his  MiftrcfTe  doth,  and  (he  by-chance : 

*Nor  wants  there  thofe,  who  as  the  Hoy  doth  dance 
Between  the  Ads,  will  cenfure  the  whole  Play  •, 

Some  if  the  W a xe  lights  be  not  new  that  day  •, 

But  multitudes  there  are  whofe  judgement  goes 
Headlong  according  to  the  Adorscloathes. 

Ter  this,thefe  publick  things  and  1,  agree 
So  ill,  that  but  to  do  a right  for  thee, 

] had  not  becne  perfwaded  to  have  hurld 
Ifbsfc  few,  ill  fpoken  lines,  into  the  world, 

A z J3oiih 


Both  to  be  retd,  and  eenfur*d  of,  by  thofc, 

Whofc  very  reading  makes  Verfe  fenfeltfle  Profits 
Such  as  tnuft  fpend  above  an  houre,  to  fpdl 
A Challenge  on  a Poft,  to  know  it  well : 

But  fince  it  was  thy  hap  to  throw  away 
Much  wit,  for  which  the  people  did  not  pay, 

Becaufc  they  faw  it  not,  1 not  diflike 
This  fecond  publication^, which  may  ftrike. 

Their  consciences,  to  fee  the  thing  they  fcorr/d* , 

To  be  with  fo  much  wit  and  Art  adorn'd, 

Bcfides  one  vantage  more  in  this  I fee. 

Your  cenfurers  now  muft  have  the  qualitie 
Of  reading,  which  I am  affraid  is  more 
Then  baife  your  ihrewdeft  Judges  had  before* 

Fr»  rBeanmcnta 


To  my  loved  friend  Mr.  Johi  Fletcher t 
on  his  Paftorall. 


CAn  my  approvement  (Sir ) be  word  your  t banks  } 

Whofc  unknown  name  and  mttfe  (in  fwathing  clouts')  j 
Is  not  yet  grown*  to  firtngtb,  among  theft  ranks 
To  have  a roomey  and  foare  eff  thefiarpe  flouts 
Of  this  our  pregnant  age , that  does  difptje 
All  innocent  verfe  that  lets  alone  her  vice  ? 


But  I mufl  jufii fie  Vvhat  privately 
Jcen fared  to  you  t my  ambition  is 
( Even  by  my  hopes  and  love  to  Poejie) 

To  live  to  per  ft  PI  fetch  a Work*  as  this * 

Clad  in  fuck  elegant  proprietie 
Of  words  including  a moralities 

So  fweet  and  frofitab/ey  though  each  man>that  ktaw'j 
(And  learning  has  enough  to  clap  and  biffe) 

Arrives  not  to  *t‘yfo  mtfiy  it  appear esy 
uAnd  to  their filmed  reafons  tfo  amifft  t 
But  let  oArt  looke  in  truth , fie  like  a miner. \ 
Meflefit  ktr  confort*  Ignorances,  terror 


Sits 


Sits  in  btr  ewtii  brow, being  made  afraid' 

Of  her  unnaturall  complexion, 

tAs  ugly  Women(  when  thy  drt  nr  did  • 

JfjgUffes ) loath  thsir  true  re  fit  ft  ion  } 

Then  how  can  fuch  opinions  injure  thee. 

That  tremble  at  their  owne  deformitie  l 

Opinion , that  great fooley  makes  fool es  of  all,  * 

A nd  (one ) / fear*d  her , till  1 met  a mind 
fyho fe  grave  infir  nil  ions  Philofophicall , 

To/s'd  it  like  daft  upon  a March  firong  wind  z 
He  fhalifor  ever  my  example  be, 

%And  hts  embraced  do  Urine  grow  in  me* 

His  foule( and  fetch  commend this)t  hat  commands 
Such  Art , it  fit nld  me  better  fatisfie3 
Then  if  the  monfier  clapt  his  thou  [and  hands 
And  drown  d the  Scene  with  his  confnfed  cry  • 

And  if  doubts  rife , lot  their  own  names  to  clear* tm, 
whilk  1 am  happy  but  tofiandfoneet  ’em* 

Nath,  field* 


To  the  worthy  Author  Mu  Jo.  Fletcher. 

THc  wife,  and  many  headed  Bench, that  fits 
Upon  the  life,  and  Death  of  P lay es,  2nd  wits, 
(Compos’d  o fGamfter,  Captain,  Knight, Knight3*  man a 
.Lady,  or  Pupil,  that  weares  maske  or  fan. 

Velvet , or  T affata  cap,  rank'd  in  the  darke 
With  the  {hop? Foreman, or  fome  fuch  brave  [pa? k.* 

That  may  judge  for  his  fx-pence)hady  before 
They  fawit  halfe,  damnd  thy  whole  Play,  and  more, , 

Their  motives  were,  fincc  it  had  not  to  doc 
With  vices,  which  they  look'd  for,  and  came  to. 

I,  that  am  glad,thy  Innoeencewasthy  Guilt, 

And  wifi*  that  all  the  Mufes  b food  were  fpilt 
In  fuch  a Martyr  dome,  to  vexe  their  eyes. 

Do  crownethy  murdried  Porwe  : which  (hail  rife 
A glorified  worke  to  Time,  when  Fire, 

Or  jaaotherfhalFeate^  what  all  thefc  Toole?  admire  __  _ 


To  bis  loving  Friend Mr-  Jo. Fletcher. 


THere  are  no  fureties  (good  friend)wil!  be  taken 
For  workes  that  vulgar  good- name  hath  for  Taken. 
A Poeroc  and  a Play  too ! why  tis  like 
A Sc  holer  thac's  a Poet  .•  their  names  (trike 
Their  ptftilcnce  inward,  when  they  take  theayre, 

And  kill  out  right  .•  one  cannot  both  fates  beare. 

Bat,  as  a Poet  that’s  no  Sc  holer, makes 

Vulgarity  his  Whifikr,  and  fo  takes 

Paflagc  w theafe,and  (hate  through  both  flics  preafe 

Of  psgeant-  feers  : or  as  fchole.-S;pleale 

T hat  are  no  Poets,  more  then  Poets  learn'd, 

Since  their  Art  folcly  is  by  Louies  difeern'd  } 

The  others  fall  within  the  common  fenfc, 

And  (beds (like  common  light)her  influences 
So,  were  your  Play  no  poeme,  but  a thing 
That  every  Cobler  to  his  patch  might  fing, 

A rout  of  miles  (like  the  multitude) 

'With  no  one  limbe  of  any  Art  endude, 

Like  would  to  like,  and  praife  you  ••  but  bccaule, 

Yoar  Poeme  onely  hath  by  us  applaufe, 

Renews  the  golden  world,  and  holds  through  all 
The  holy  lawcs  of  homely  Paftorall, 

Where  flowts,and  founts, and  nymphs, and  ferny  gods, 
And  all  the  (Graces  findc  their  old  abodes ; 

Where  forrefts  flour;  (h  but  in  end ldTc  Verfe, 

And  meadowes,  nothing  fitforpurchafcrs. 

This  Iron  age  that  caus  it  fclfe,  will  never 
Bite  at  your  golden  world,  that  others,  ever 
Lov’d  as  it  fclfe  ••  then  like  your  Booke  doe  you 
Livcinold  Peace ; and  that  for  praife  allow. 


<?.  chapman. 


Unto  bis  worthy  Friend  Mc  Joseph  Taylor 
upon  his  prcj tntmtnt  tf  the  Faithfull  Shepherdeflc 

before  the  King  and  J^ffeene,  at  White-ball, 
on  Twtljth  night  laft . 1633. 

WHen  this  fmooth  Paftorall  was  firft  brought  forth, 

The  Age  twas  borne  in,  did  not  know  it's  worth.  ■ 

Since  by  thy  coft,  and  induftry  revis'd. 

It  hath  anew  fame,  and  new  birth  atchiev’d. 

Happy  in  that  (bee  found  in  her  diftrefie, 

A friend,  as  faithfull,  as  her  Shephcrdefle. 

For  having  cur’d  her  from  her  courfer  rents. 

And  deekt  her  new  with  frefh  habiliments, 

Thou  brought’ft  her  to  the  Command  made  her  be 
A fitting  fpe&acle  for  Majeftie. 

So  have  I fecnc  a clouded  beauty  dreft  - 
In  a rich  vefture,fhine  above  the  reft. 

Yet  did  it  not  receive  more  honour  from 
The  glorious  pompe,  then  thine  ownc  a&i<fk 
Expeft  no  fatisfaftion  for  the  fame, 

Poets  can  render  no  reward  but  Fame.  v . 

Yet  this  lie  prophefic,  when  thou  (halt  come  ‘ 

Into  the  confines  of  Ely  [urn 
Amidft  the  Quire  of  Mtifes,  and  the  lifts 
Of  famous  a&ors,  and  quickc  Dramatifts^ 

So  much  admir’d  for  gefture,  and  for  wit. 

That  there  on  Scats  of  living  Marble  fit, 

The  blefled  Confort  of  that  numerous  Traia, 

Shall  rife  with  an  applaufeand  entertain 
Thy  happy  welcome,  caufing  thee  fit  downe. 

And  with  a Lawrel-wreath  thy  temples  crowne. 

And  mean  time,  while  this  Poemefhall  be  read^ 

Taylor , thy  name  (hall  be  eternized. 

For  it  is  juft,  that  thou,  who  firft  did*ft  give 
Ucteo  thiabooke  a life,  by  it  fhouldft  live. 

Shack.  M army  ok.-  • 


This  Dialogue  newly  addeed,  was 

Ipoken  by  way  of  Prologue  to  both 
their  Majefties,ac  the  firft  acting  of 
this  Paftorall  at  Somer/et-honfe 
on  Tweif- night,  i 6 j 3. 

if i. , _ 

PrieA 

AProyling  Lambe  on  Pans  chief t Altar  lies. 

My  Wreath,  my  Ctnfor,  Virgt,  and  Inccnfe  iy  * 

Stit  I delay  d the pretious  Sacrifice, 

To  (hi  tv  thee  here,  a gentle  Deity. 

Nymph. 

Nor  was  I to  thy  facred  Summons  flow. 

Hither  u came  as  fwift  as  th'  Eagles  wing. 

Or  threatningjhaft  from  vext  Dianaes  how. 

To  fee  this  1 floods  God •,  the  worlds  heft  King. 

Pricft. 

glefle  then  that  gueene,  that  doth  his  eyes  invite 
And  tares,  t' obey  her  Scepter,  halfe  this  night. 

Wymph. 

Let's  ftng  fuch  welcomes, as  fhall  make  Her  fway 
Sterne  eafte  to  Him,  though  it  laft  till  day. 

Welcome  os  Peace  f unwalled  Cities,  when 
Famine  & Sword  leave  them  more  graves  then  men. 

As  Spring  to  Birds,  or  No  on- dates  Sun  to  th'  old 
foere  mount  ayne  Mufcovite  congeald  w.th  cold. 

As  Shore  to'th  Pilote  in  a fafe  knowue  Coaft 
When's  Card  is  broken  and  his  Rudder  loft; 


The 


THE  FAITHFULL 

SHEPHERDESSE. 


Aitus  pvimi,  Scenaprima. 


Enter  Clorin  a Shepherdtjfe , having  buried  her 
Love  in  an  Arbour . 


^ & Ip  my  early  vows,  and  tribute  of  mine  eyes- 

to  thy  ftill  loved  afhes  ^ thus  I free 
my  felf  from  all  infuing  heats  and  fires 
of  love  : all  fports,  delights  and  jolly  games 
that  Shepherds  hold  full  dearc,  thus  put  I off. 

Now  no  more  (hall  thefe  fmooth  brows  be  begirt 
with  youthfull  coronals,  and  lead  the  dance  • 
no  more  the  company  of  frefh  faire  maids 
and  wanton  fhepherds  be  to  me  delightful!, 
nor  the  fhrill  pleafing  found  of  merry  pipes 
under  fome  fhady  dell  when  the  coole  winde 
playes  on  the  leaves : all  be  farre  away, 
fince  thou  art  farre  away-  by  whofe  deare  fide 
how  often  have  I fat  crown'd  with  frefh  flowers  ' 
for  fummers  Queen,  whil'd  every  fhepherds  boy 
puts  on  his  ludy  greene,  with  gaudy  hooke, 
and  hanging  fcrip  of  fined  cordevan. 

But  thou  arc  gone,  and  thefe  are  gone  with  thee,, 
and  all  are  dead  but  thy  dear  memorie  ; 
that  fhall  out-live  thee,  and  (hall  ever  fpnng 
whilft  there  are  pipes,  or  jolly  fhepherds  fing. 


B 


And 


2 T he  faith  full  Shefhcrdeffe. 

And  here  will  I in  honour  of  thy  love, 
dwell  by  thy  grave,  forgetting  all  thofe  joyes, 
that  former  times  made  precious  to  mine  eyes, 
onely  remembring  what  my  youth  did  gaine 
in  the  dark,  hidden  vertuous  ufe  of  herbs : 
that  will  I pradife,  and  as  freely  give 
all  my  endeavours, as  I gain’d  them  free. 

Of  all  green  wounds  I know  the  remedies 
in  men  or  cattell,  be  they  ftung  with  fnakes, 
or  charm’d  with  powerfull  words  of  wicked  art, 
or  be  they  love-ficke,or  through  too  much  heat 
growne  wilde  or  lunatick,  their  eyes  or  eares 
thickned  with  mifty  filme  of  dulling  rheume, 
thefe  I can  cure,  fuch  fecret  vertue  lies 
in  herbs  applyed  by  a virgins  hand  : 
my  meat  (hall  be  what  thefe  wilde  woods  offord, 
berries,  and  chefnuts,  plantanes,  on  whole  cheeks 
the  fun  (its  failing,  and  the  lofty  fruit 
pul’d  from  the  fair  head  of  the  ftraight  grown  pine£ 
on  thefe  lie  feed  with  free  content,  and  reft, 
when  night  (hall  blind  the  world,  by  thy  fide  bleft. 

Enter  a Satyr  e, 

Saty  . Through  yon  fame  bending  plains 
That  flings  his  armes  downe  to  the  maine, 

And  through  thefe  thicke  woods  have  I run 
Whofe  bottom  never  kift  the  Sun 
Since  the  lufty  Spring  began. 

All  to  pleafe  my  matter  Tan$ 

Have  I trotted  without  reft 
To  get  him  fruit  ^ for  at  a feaft 
He  entertaines  this  coming  night 
His  Paramour,  the  Syrinx  bright; 

But  behold  a fairer  fight  l He  jlands  amuL 

By  that  heavenly  forme  of  thine, 

Bnghceft  faire  thou  art  divine. 

Sprung  from  great  immortall  race 
Of  the  gods;  for  in  thy  face 
Shines  more  awfull  maiefty, 


The  faithfull  Shepherdejjc* 

Then  dull  weake  mortalitie 
Dare  with  mifty  eyes  behold. 

And  live  : therefore  on  this  mould. 

Lowly  doe  I bend  my  knee. 

In  worihip  of  thy  deity  • 

Deign  it  goddeffe  from  my  hand. 

To  receive  what  ere  this  land 
From  her  fertile  wombe  doth  fend 
Of  her  choice  fruits : and  but  lend 
Beliefe  to  that  the  Satyre  tels. 

Fairer  by  the  famous  wels. 

To  this  prefent  day  nere  grew, 

Never  better  nor  more  true. 

Here  be  grapes  whofe  lufty  blood 
Is  the  learned  poets  good. 

Sweeter  yet  did  never  crowne 
The  head  of  Bacchus,  nuts  more  browne 
Then  the  Squirrils  teeth  thauracke  them  l 
Deign  O faireft  faire  to  take  them. 

For  thefe  black  cy’d  Driope 
Hath  oftentimes  commanded  me. 

With  my  clafped  knee  to  clime  •, 

See  how  well  the  lufty  time 
Hath  deckt  their  rifing  cheeks  in  red* 

Such  as  on  your  lips  is  fpred. 

Here  be  berries  for  a Queene, 

Some  be  red,  fome  be  greene, 

Thefe  are  of  that  lufeious  meat, 

The  great  god  Pan  himfelfe  doth  eate: 

All  thefe,  and  what  the  woods  can  yield, 

The  hanging  mountaine  or  the  field, 

I freely  offer,  and  ere  long 

Will  bring  you  more,  more  fwcet  and  ftrong  l 

Till  when  humbly  leave  I take. 

Left  the  great  Tan  doe  awake, 

That  fleeping  lies  in  a deepe  glade.’ 

Linder  a broad  Beeches  fhades 
I muft  goe,  I muft  run 
Swifter  then  the  fiery  Sun 


4 T he faithf till  Shepherdtjfe . 

C Ur  in.  And  all  my  fears  go  with  thee. 

What  greatneiTe  or  what  private  hidden  power, 

is  there  in  me  to  draw  fubmiflion 

from  this  rude  man,  and  bead  ? fure  I am  mortall : 

the  daughter  of  a Shepherd,  he  was  mortal!: 

and  Ihe  that  bore  me  mortall:  pricke  my  hand 

and  it  will  bleed:  a feaver  (hakes  me, 

and  the  felf  fame  wind  that  makes  the  young  lambs  (brink, 

makes  me  acold  : my  fear  fayes  I am  mortall : 

yet  I have  heard  (my  mother  told  it  me) 

and  now  I doe  beleeve  itjfl  keepe 

my  virgin  flower  uncropt,  pure, chalbe, and  faire, 

no  Goblin,  wood-god,  fairy ,Elfe, or  Fiend, 

Satyr,  or  other  power  that  haunts  the  groves, 

(hall  hurt  my  body, or  by  vaine  illufion 
draw  me  to  wander  after  idle  fires^ 
or  voyces  calling  me  in  dead  of  night, 
to  make  me  follow,  and  fo  tole  meon 
through  mire  and  (landing  pools, to  find  my  ruine  : 
elfe  why  fhould  this  rough  thing, who  never  knew 
manners, nor  fmooth  humanity, whofe  heats 
are  rougher  then  himfelfe,and  more  mifhapen, 
thus  mildely  kneele  to  mepfure  there  is  a power 
in  that  great  name  of  virgin, that  binds  fail 
all  rudeunciviil  bloods, all  appetites 
that  breake  their  confines  : then  drong  chadity, 
be  thou  my  drongeft  guard, for  heare  lie  dwell 
in  oppolition  againd  Fate  and  Hell. 

Enter  an  old  Shepherd,  rrith  fours  couple  of 
Shepherds  and  Shepherdefes . 

O ’d  Shop.  Now  we  have  done  this  holy  fedivali 
in  honour  of  our  great  god, and  his  rights 
perform'd, prepare  your  felves  for  chade 
ai.d  uncorrupted  fifes : that  as  the  pried, 
with  powerfull  hand  (hall  fprinkle  on  your  Browes 
his  pure  and  holy  water, yee  may  be 
from  all  hoc  flames  of  lud,and  looft  thoughts  free. 

Kneel  Shepherds  kneel, here  corns  the  pried  of  Pan. 

Enter  P left, 

Prieft,  Shepherds, thus  I purge  away, 

what 


The  faith  full  Shepherdeffe. 
whatfoeverthis  great  day, 
or  the  paft  hours  gave  not  good, 
to  corrupt  your  mayden  blood: 
from  the  high  rebellious  heat 
of  the  grapes, and  ftrength  of  meat ; 
from  the  wanton  quick  defires, 
they  doe  kindle  by  their  fires, 

I doe  wafh  you  with  this  water, 
bee  you  pure  and  faire  hereafter. 

From  your  liver  and  yourveines, 
thus  I take  away  the  ftaines. 

All  your  thoughts  be  fmooth  and  faire, 
bee  ye  frefti  and  free  as  ayre. 

Never  more  let  luftfull  heat 
through  your  purged  conduits  beat, 
or  a plighted  troth  be  broken, 
or  a wanton  vcrfe  becfpoken 
in  a Shepherdeffes  eare- 
goe  yqjir  wayes,ye  arc  all  cleare. 

They  rife  and  fing  in  praife  of  Path 

The  Song. 

Sing  his  prayfes  that  doth  keepe 
Our  F locks  from  ha*me. 

Fan  the  Father  of  our  fieepe9 
And  arme  in  arme 
Tread  'free  foftly  in  a round, 

TVhilft  the  hollow  neighbouring  ground 
Fils  the  muftcke  with  her  founds 

T an; 0 great  god  Pan^to  thee 
Thus  doe  wee  ftng  : 

Thou  that  keep* ft  us  chafe  and  free] 

As  the  young  fpring , 
j Ever  bee  thy  honour  [pokey 
From  that  place  the  morne  is  broke » 

To  that  place  Day  doth  unyokf. 

Exeunt  omnesbut  Perigot  and  Amoret . 
Peri.  Stay  gentle  A woret ,thou  fair  brow’d  mayd, 
thy  fhepherd  prays  thee  ftay , that  holds  thee  deere, 

equall 


6 Tk  frith  full  Shepherde/fe^ 

equail  with  his  foules  good. 

A me.  Speak -I  give 

thee  free  do  me  Shepherd,  and  thy  tongue  be  flili 
the  fame  it  ever  was  • as  free  from  ill, 
as  he  whole  converfation  never  knew 
the  Court  or  Citie:  be  thou  ever  true. 

Peri,  when- 1 fall  off  from  my  affe&ion,- 
or  mingle  my  cleans  thoughts  with  foule  defire$a 
firft  let  our  great  god  ceafe  to  keepe  my  flocks, 
that  being  left  alone  without  a guard, 
the  wolfe,  or  winters  rage.  Summers  great  heat, 
and  want  of  water,  rots-  or  what  to  us 
of  ill  is  yet  unknowne,  full  fpeedily^ 
and  in  their  generali  ruine  let  me  feel-* 

Awe.  I pray  thee  gentle  Shepherd  wiffi  not  fo, 

I doe  beleeve  thee  : tis  as  hard  for  me 
to  thinke  thee  falfe,  and  harder  than  for  thee 
to  hold  me  foule*  7>eri.  O you  are  fairer  farre 
then  the  chafte  blufhing  morne,  or  that  fair  ftarre 
that  guides  the  wandring  feaman  thorow  the  deep, 

Straighter  than  ftraighteft  pine  upon  the  fteep 
head  of  an  aged  mountaine,  and  more  white 
than  the  new  milke  we  ftrip  before  day  light 
from  the  full  fraighted  bags  of  our  faire  flocks: 
your  haire  more  beautious  than  thofe  hanging  locks 
of  young  Apollo . 

Amo.  Shepherd  bee  not  loft, 
ys  are  fat  Id  too  farre  already  from  the  coaft 
of  our  difeourfe. 

Peri . Did  you  not  tell  me  once 
I fhould  not  love  alone,  I fhould  not  lofe 
thofe  many  paffions,  vowes,  and  holy  oathes, 

I *ve  fent  to  heaven  ? did  you  not  give  your  hand.,, 
even  that  fair  hand  in  hoftage  > Doe  not  then 
give  backe  againe  thofe  fweets  to  other  men, 
you  your  felfe  vowd  were  mine. 

A me.  Shepherd,  fo  farre  as  maydens  modeftie 
may  give  aflurance,  I am  once  more  thine, 
once  more  1 give  my  hand  •,  be  ever  free 
from  that  greatioe  to  faith,  foule  jealoufie. 

Peri: 


Tbefaithfull  Shepherdcffc. 

Ptri.  I takeit  as  my  beft  good , and  defire 
for  ftronger  confirmation  of  our  Jove, 
to  meet  this  happy  night  in  that  faire  grove, 
where  all  true  fhepherds  have  rewarded  been 
for  their  long  fervice : fay  fweet,(hall  it  ho/d? 

Arno.De ar  friend,you  muft  not  blame  me  if  I make 
a doubt  of  what  the  filent  night  may  doe, 
coupled  with  this  dayes  heat  to  move  your  bloud  s 
maids  muft  be  fearfull*  fure  you  have  not  been 
wafh'd  white  enough  •,  for  yet  I fee  a ftain 
fticke  in  your  liver, goe  and  purge  againe. 

Ptri.  O doe  not  wrong  my  honeft  Ample  truth, 
myfelfe  and  my  affe&ions  areas  pure 
as  thofe  chafte  flames  that  burne  before  the  fhrine 
of  the  great  DUn  : onely  my  intent 
to  draw  you  thither,  was  to  plight  our  troths, 
with  enterchange  of  mutuall  chafte  imbraces, 
and  ceremonious  tying  of  our  felves: 
for  to  that  holy  wood  is  confecrate 
a vertuous  well,  about  whofe  flowry  banks, 
the  nimble-  footed  fairies  daunce  their  rounds, 
by  the  pale  moone-fhine,  dipping  oftentimes 
their  ftolen  children,  fo  to  make  them  free 
from  dying  flefti,  and  dull  mortalitie  • 
by  this  faire  fount  hath  many  a (hepherd  fworne, 
and  given  away  his  freedome,  many  a troth 
been  plight,  which  neither  envie,nor  old  time 
could  ever  breake,  with  many  a chafte  kifle  given, 
in  hope  of  coming  happineffe  • by  this 
frefti  fountaine  many  a blufhing  maide 
hath  crown'd  the  head  of  her  long  loved  Khepherd 
with  gaudy  flowers,  whilft  he  happy  fung 
Layes  of  his  love  and  dear  captivitie  •, 
there  growes  all  herbs  fit  to  cool  loofer  flames 
our  fenfuall  parts  provoke,  chiding  our  bloods, 
and  quenching  by  their  power  thofe  hidden  fparks 
that  elfe  would  breake  out,  and  provoke  our  fenfe 
to  open  fires, fo  vertuous  is  that  place: 
then  gentle  Shepherdefle  beleeve  and  graht, 
in  troth  it  fits  not  with  that  face  to  fcant 


§ The  f^ith full  Sbepherdeffe. 

your  faithful  1 Shepherd  of  ehofe  chafte  defires 

he  ever  aymd  at, and  — 

Amo.  Thou  haft  prevaiTd/arewel,this  coming  night 
Hull  crown  thy  chaft  hopes  with  long  wifh’d  delight. 

Peri.  Our  great  god  Pan  reward  thee  for  that  good 
thou  haft  given  thy  poore  Shepherd  : faireft  bud 
of  mayden  vertues, when  I leave  to  be 
the  true  admirer  of  thy  chaftitie, 
let  me  deferve  the  hot  polluted  name 
of  the  wild  woodman, or  affed  fome  dame, 
whofe  often  proftitution  hath  begot, 
morefoule  difeafes,then  ever  yet  the  hot 
fun  bred  through  his  burnings, whilft  the  dog 
purfues  the  raging  lyon, throwing  fog 
and  deadly  vapour  from  his  angry  breath, 
filling  the  lower  world  with  plague  and  death.  Exit  Amol 

Enter  iAin  willis. 

AmariL  Shepherd,  may  I defire  to  be  believ’d, 
what  I (hall  blulhing  tell  ? 

T>eri.  Fair  mayd,  you  may. 

Amar,  Then  fofdy  thus,  I love  thee  Perigot , 
and  would  be  gladder  to  be  lov’d  againe, 
then  the  cold  earth  is  in  his  frozen  armes 
to  clip  the  wanton  fpring  : nay  doe  not  ftait, 
nor  wonder  that  I woe  thee ! thou  that  art 
the  prime  of  our  young  grooms,  even  the  top 
of  all  our  luftie  (hepherds : what  dull  eye 
that  never  was  acquainted  with  defire, 
hath  feene  thee  wraftle,  run,  or  caft  the  (tone, 
with  nimble  ftrength  and  faire  delivery, 
and  hath  not  fparkled  fire,  and  fpeedily 
lent  fecret  heat  to  all  the  neighbouring  veines? 
who  ever  heard  thee  ling,  that  brought  againe 
that  freedome  back  was  lent  unto  thy  voycc? 

Then  doe  not  blame  me  (Shepherd)if  I be 
one  to  be  numbred  in  this  company, 
fince  none  that  ever  faw  thee  yet  were  free. 

Peri , Faire  Shepherdeffe,  much  picie  I can  lend 
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Co  your  complaints : but  fure  I (hall  not  love : 
all  that  is  mine,  my  fclfcand  my  beft  hopes, 
are  given  already  : doe  not  love  him  then 
shat  cannot  love  againe : on  other  men 
beftow  thofe  heates  more  free,  that  may  rcturne 
you  fire  for  fire,  and  in  one  flame  equall  burne, 

Amaril . Shall  I rewarded  befoflenderly 
for  my  affe&iom  tnoft  unkind  of  men? 

If  I were  old,  or  had  agreed  with  Arc 
to  give  another  nature  to  my  cheeks, 
or  were  I common  Miftreffe  to  the  love 
of  every  fwaine,  or  could  I with  fuch  eafe 
call  back  my  love,  as  many  a wanton  doth, 
thou  mightft  refufe  me,Shepherd  • but  to  thee 
I am  only  fixt  and  fet,  let  it  not  be 
a fport,  thou  gentle  Shepherd,  to  abufe 
the  love  of  filly  maid. 

Peri . Fair  foul,  ye  ufe 
thefe  words  to  little  end  : for  know,  I may 
better  call  back  that  time  was  yefterday# 
or  flay  the  coming  night,  then  bring  my  love 
home  to  my  felfe  againe,  or  recreant  prove. 

I will  no  longer  hold  you  with  delayes, 
thisprefent  night  I have  appointed  beene, 
to  meete  that  chafte  faire(that  in  joy  es  my  foule) 
in  yonder  grove,  there  to  make  up  our  loves. 

Be  not  deceiv'd  no  longer,  choofe  again, 
thefe  neighbouring  plains  have  many  a comely  fwaine, 
frelhcr  and  freer  farre  then  I ere  was, 
beftow  that  love  on  them,  and  let  me  palfe* 

Farewell,  be  happy  in  a better  choife.  Exit. 

| Amaril . Quell,  thou  haft  ftruck  me  deader  with  thy  voice 

then  if  the  angry  heavens  with  their  quick  flames 

bad  fhot  me  through  : I muft  not  leave  to  love,- 

I cannot, no  I muft  enjoy  thee  boy, 

though  the  great  dangers  twixt  my  hopes  and  that 

be  infinite : There  is  a Shepherd  dwels 

downe  by  the  Moor,  whofe  life  hath  ever  fhown 

more  fallen  difeontent  then  Sat  urns  brow, 

when  he  fits  frowning  on  the  births  of  merfs 

C One 
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Onertftat  doth  weare  himfelfe  away  in  lonencfle^ 
and  never  joyes  unlefle  it  be  in  breaking 
the  holy  plighted  troths  of  mutual!  loules  s 
one  that  luits  after  every  leverall  beauty, 
but  never  yet  was  knowne  to  love  or  like, 
we^  e the  face  fairer  or  more  full  of  truth, 
than  Phoebe  in  her  fulnette,  or  the  youth 
of  fmooth  Lytt,  s ; whofe  nigh  ttarved  flock® 
are  alwayes  fcabby , and  infed:  ail  fheep 

they  teed  withal  • whofe  iambs  arc  ever  latt,  > 

and  die  before  their  warning,  and  whofe  dog 
lookes  like  his  Matter,  leane,  and  full  of  fcurf, 
not  caring  for  the  pipe  or  whittle  : this  man  may; 

(if  he  be  well  wrought)  do  a deed  of  wonder, 

forcing  me  paffage  to  my  long  defires : 

and  here  he  comes,  as  hcly  to  my  purpofe 

as  my  quick  thoughts  could  wilh  for,  Enter  Shepherd 

Shep. Frelh  beauty, let  me  not  be  thought  uncivil 
thus  to  be  partner  of  your  lonenette : t’was 
my  love  (chat  ever  working  pafllon)  drew 
me  to  this  place  to  feek  fome  remedy 
for  my  lick  foule be  not  unkind  and  faire9. 
for  fuch  the  mighty  c d in  his  doom 
hath  fworne  to  be  avengM  on  ^ then  giveroofR 
to  my  confuming  hres,  that  fo  I may 
in  joy  my  long  defires,  and  lo  allay 
xhofe  flames,  that  elfe  would  burn  my  life  away. 

Amur.  Shepherd,  were  I but  lure  thy  heart  were  found 
as  thy  words  lcem  to  be,  meancs  might  be  found 
to  cure  thee  of  thy  long  paines : for  to  me 
that  heavie  youth-confuming  mifery, 
the  love-  lick  foule  endures,  never  was  pleafingr, 
l could  be  well  content  with  the  quick  ealing 
of  thee  and  thy  hot  tires,  might  it  procure 
thy  faith  and  farther  fer  vice  to  be  lure. 

S«l!  N ime  bur  that  great  work,  danger, .or  what  cafl 
be  compaftby  the  wit  or  Art  of  man, 
and  if  l failein  my  performance,  may, 

Xnever  more  kneel  to  the  riling  day; 

Amar*  Then  thus  1 try  thee,Shephcrd this  fame  night. 


The  faith fyH  Shefherdeffe,  ^ 

that  now  comes  dealing  on,  a gentle  paire 
have  promis'd  equall  love  and  doe  appoint 
to  make  yon  wood  the  place  where  hands  & hearts 
are  to  be  ty’d  for  ever  : breake  their  meeting 
and  their  ftrong  faith,  and  i am  ever  thine. 

Suit.  Tell  me  their  names, and  if  i doe  not  move 
(by  my  great  power)  the  cer  ter  of  their  love 
from  his  fixt  being,  let  me  never  more 
warme  me  by  thofe  taireeyes  I thus  adore. 

Am*r.  Come, as  we  go, He  tel  thee  what  they  are, 
and  give  thee  fit  directions  for  thy  work.  Exeunt 

F<ter  Cloe. 

Clot.  How  have  T wrong’d  the  times,  or  men,  that  thu? 
after  this  holy  feaft  J pafle  unknowne 
andunfaiuted?  t'was  not  wont  to  be 
thus  frozen  with  the  younger  company 
of  jolly  Shepherds ; t’was  not  then  held  goods 
for  lufty  groomes  to  mixe  their  quicker  blood 
with  that  dull  humour,  moll  unfit  to  be 
the  friend  of  man,  cold  and  dull  chaftitie0 
Sure  I am  held  not  fair,  or  am  too  old, 
or  elfe  not  free  enough,  or  from  my  fold 
drive  nota  flockefurticient  great  to  game 
the  greedy  eyes  of  weahh-alluring  fwain : 
yet  if  I may  believe  what  others  fay, 
my  face  has  foyle  enough,  nor  can  they  lay 
jufily  too  find  a coynefle  to  my  charge* 
my  flocks  are  many,  and  the  downes  as  large 
they  feed  upon : then  let  it  ever  be 
their  coldncfle,  not  my  virgin  modefty 
makes  me  complaine.  Enter  Them 

The . Was  ever  man  but  I 
thus  truely  taken  with  uncertainty  ? 
where  (hall  that  man  be  found  that  loves  a mind 
made  up  in  conftancie,  and  dares  not  finde 
his  love  rewarded  ? here,  let  all  men  know, 
a wretch  that  lives  to  lo  ve  his  Miftrelfe  fo. 

C/".  Shepherd,  I pray  thee  ftay,  where  haft  thou  been, 
or  whither  goeft  thou  > here  be  woods  as  greene 
as  any,  ayre  likewife  as  frefh  and  fweet5 
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as  where  fmooth  Zephtrus  playes  on  the  fleet 
face  of  the  curled  ftreames,  with  flowers  as  many 
as  the  young  fpring  gives,  and  as  choyce  as  any ; 
here  be  all  new  delights,  coole  ftreames  and  wels, 
arbours  ore-grown  with  woodbinds,caves,and  dels, 
ehufe  where  chouwiit,  whilft  I lit  by  and  fing, 
or  gather  rufhes,  to  make  many  a ring 
for  thy  long  fingers  • tell  thee  tales  of  love, 
how  the  pale  i'babt  hunting  in  a grove, 
firft  faw  the  boy  Endtmkn,  from  whofe  eyes 
{he  tooke  ecernall  lire  that  never  dyes  ^ 
how  (he  conve)  M him  foftly  in  a fleepe, 
his  temples  bound  with  poppy  to  the  fteepe 
head  of  old  L^mus.  where  (he  ftoopes  each  night, 
gilding  the  mountaine  with  her  brothers  light, 
to  kilTe  her  fweeteft.  The.  Farrefrommeare  thefe  } ■ 

hot.  flafnes  bred,  from  wanton  heat  and  eafe  ^ 

I have  forgot  what  love  and  loving  meant : 

Rimes,  Songs,  and  merry  rounds^that  oft  are  fent 
to  the  foft  eare  of  Mayds,  are  ft  range  to  me  s 
onely  I live  t*  admire  a chaftitie, 
that  neither  plea  ingage,  fmooth  tongue,  or  gold, 
could  ever  breake  upon,  fo  fure  the  mold 
Is  that  her  mind  was  caft  in  ; ’tis  to  her 
I onely  am  referv’d  • (he  is  my  forme  I ftirre 
by,  breath  and  move,  ’tis  (he  and  onely  fhe 
can  make  me  happy,  or  give  mifery. 

Clo.G  ood  Shepherd, may  a ft  ranger  crave  to  know 
to  whom  this  deare  obfervance  you  doe  owe  ? 

T he.  You  m ay,  and  by  her  ver tue  learn  to  fquare 
and  levell  out  your  life  : for  to  be  fair 
and  nothing  vertuous,  onely  (its  the  eye  ■ 
of  gaudy  youth,  and  fwelling  vanitie. 

Then  know,  (bee’s  calld  the  virgin  of  the  grove,1. 

She  that  hath  longfince  buried  her  chafte  love, 
and  now  lives  by  his  grave,  for  whofe  deare  foule 
{he  hath  vowd  her  felfeinto  the  holy  role 
<of  ftrid  virginitie  • *tis  her  I fo  admire, 
not  any  loofer  blood  or  new  defire. 

CUe,  Farewell  poore  fwaine,  thou  arc  not  for  my  bend* 

I muff 
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I muft  have  quicker  foules,  whofe  words  may  tend 
to  Tome  free  attion : give  me  him  dare  love 
at  firft  encounter,  and  as  foonc  dare  prove, 

The  Song. 

Come  Shepherds  conte, 

(fome  aft  ay  without  delay 

Whilft  the  gentle  time  doth  ftayl  J 

Greene  woods  are  dumbt 
And  ft  ill  never  tell  to  anyf 
Thofe  dear e kjffes,  and  thofe  many 
Sweet  imbraees  that  are  given,  * TT^  '. 

Dainty  pleasures  that  would  even 
Raife  in  coldeft  age  a fire , 
sAnd give  virgin  blood  de fire. 

Then  if  ever9 
Now  or  never , 

Come  and  have  it9 
Thinke  not  /, 

Dare  deny , 

If  you  crave  it  l Enter  Dafhnisl 

Here  comes  another : better  be  my  fpeed, 
thou  god  of  blood.  But  certain,  if  I read 
not  falfe,  this  is  that  modeft  Shepherd,  he 
that  onely  dare  falute,  but  nere  could  b« 
brought  to  kifTe  any,  hold  difeourfe,  or  fing^ 
whifper,  or  boldly  aske  that  wilhed  thing 
we  all  arc  borne  for  ; one  that  makes  loving  faces* 
and  could  be  well  content  to  covet  graces, 
were  they  not  got  by  boldneffe  •,  in  this  thing 
my  hopes  are  frozen  • and  but  fate  doth  bring 
him  hither,  1 would  foonerchoofe  ^ 

a man  made  out  of  fnow,  and  freer  ufe 
an  eunuch  to  my  ends : but  fince  he’s  here, 
thus  I attempt  him.  Thou  of  men  moft  dcare, 
welcome  to  her,  that  onely  for  thy  fake, 
hath  beene  content  to  live : here  boldly  take 
my  hand  in  pledge,  this  hand,  that  never  yet 
was  given  away  to  any  t and  but  fit 
downe  on  this  ruftiy  bank,  whilft  I goe  pull 
frcfli  bloffomes  from  the  boughs,  or  quickly  cull  ; 
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the  choifeft  delicates  from  yonder  meade, 
to  make  chee  chaines  or  chaplets,  or  to  fpread 
under  our  fainting  bodies,  when  delight 
fhall  lock  up  all  our  fenfes.  How  the  fight 
of  thole  lmoo.h  rifirg  cheeks  renew  the  (lory 
of  young  idonii,  when  in  pride  and  glory  . 
he  lay  infolded  twixt  the  beating  armes 
of  willing  Vtmts : me  thinkes  ftronger  charmes 
dwell  in  thofe  fpeaking  eyes,  and  on  that  brow 
more  fweetneffe  t?  an  the  painters  can  allow 
to  their  beft  peeces : not  Narciflkj,  he 
that  wept  himfelfe  away  in  memory 
of  his  own  beauty,  nor  Stlvsnus  boy, 
nor  the  twice  ravilht  maid,  for  whom  old  Troy 
fell  by  the  hand  of  Ptrrh*sym ay  to  thee 
be  otherwife  compar'd,  then  home  dead  tree 
to  a young  fruitfull  olive.  Ttapb.  I can  love, 
but  1 am  loath  to  fay  fo,  left  I prove 
too  foone  unhappy. 

Cloe9  Happy  thou  wouldft  fay. 

My  deareft  Daphnis , biufh  not,  if  the  day 
to  thee  and  thy  foft  heats  be  enemy, 
then  take  the  coming  night  ■,  faire  youth,  tis  free 
to  all  the  world,  fhepherd  lie  meet  thee  then 
when  darkened  hath  (hut  up  the  eyes  of  men, 
in  yonder  grove  : fpeak,fhall  our  meeting  hold  ? 

Indeed  ye  are  too  bafhfuli,  be  more  bold, 
and  tell  me  I-  Daieb,  Tm  content  tofayfo, 
and  would  be  glad  to  meet,  might  I but  pray  fo 
much  from  your  fairenefle,  that  you  would  be  true, 

Cloe . Shepherd,  thou  haft  thy  wi(h. 

Dapb.  Frefh  maid,  adieu : 
yet  one  word  more,  fince  you  have  drawne  me  on 
to  come  this  night,  feare  not  to  meet  alone 
that  man  that  will  not  offer  to  be  ill, 
though  your  bright  fclfe  would  ask  it,  for  his  fill 
of  this  worlds  goodneffe  : doe  not  feare  him  then, 
but  keepe  your  pointed  time  ^ let  other  men 
fet  up  their  bloods  to  fale,  mine  (hall  be  ever, 
faire  as  the  foule  it  carries,  and  unchaft  never.  Exit 

Clot*  Yet 
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('Ice.  Yet  ami  poore>  than  I was  before. 

Is  it  not  Grange,  among  fo  many  a fcore 
of  lufty  bloods,  1 ftiould  pick  out  thefe  things 
whofe  veins  like  a dull  river  iarrefrom  fprings, 
is  Gill  the  fame,  flow,  heavie,  and  unfit 
for  Gream  or  motion,  though  the  Grong  winds  hit 
with  their  continual!  power  upon  his  fides  > 

O happy  be  your  names  that  have  beene  brides, 
and  tailed  thofe  rarefweetes  for  which  pine  ; 
and  farre  more  heavie  be  thy  griefe  and  time, 
thou  lazie  fwaine,  chat  maiG  relieve  my  needs, 
then  his, upon  whofe  liver  alwayes  feeds 
a hungry  vulture . Enter  Alexis* 

x.  C an  fuch  beauty  be 
fcfe  in  his  own  guard,  and  not  draw  the  eye 
of  him  that  palfeth  on,  to  greedy  gaze, 
or  covetous  defire,  whilG  in  a maze 
the  better  part  contemplates,  giving  rcine 
and  wifhed  freedome  to  the  labouring  veine  ?■ 
FaireG  and  whitelt,  may  I crave  to  know 
the  caufe  of  your  retirement,  w hy  ye  goe 
thus  all  alone  ? me  thinkes  the  downes  are  Tweeter^; 
and  the  young  company  of  fwaines  far  meeter, 
then  thofe  forfaken  and  untroden  places. 

Give  not  your  felf  to  lonenefle,  and  thofe  graces 
hid  from  the  eyes  of  men,  that  were  intended  * 
to  live  amongGus  fwaines. 

Clo . Thou  art  befriended. 

Shepherd, in  all  my  life  have  not  feene 
a man  in  whom  greater  contents  have  been, 
then  thou  thy  feife  art : I could  tell  thee  more^ 
were  there  but  any  hope  left  to  reGore 
my  freedome  loG,  O lend  me  all  thy  red, 
thou  (hnirefaG  morning  when  from  ? ithons  bed 
thou  riteG  ever  maiden.  <ssfiex.  If  for  mea 
thou  fweeteG  of  all  fweets,  thefe  flaftes  be. 

Speak  and  be  fatisfied.  O guide  her  tongue^ 
my  better  angel  •,  force  my  name  among 
tier  modeG  thoughts ,that  the  firG  word  may  be 

Che,  Alexis , when  the  iunne  (hail  kiffe  the  fea. 
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taking  his  reft  by  the  white  Thetis  fide, 
meet  in  the  holy  wood,  where  lie  abide 
thy  coming  Shepherd.  Alex . If  I (lay  behind, 
an  everlafting  dulnefle,  and  the  wind, 
that  as  he  paffeth  by  (huts  up  the  ftreame 
of  Rhine  or  Volga , whilft  the  funnes  hot  beame 
beats  backe  again,  feafe  me,  and  let  me  turne 
to  coldnefle  more  than  yce : oh  how  I burne 
and  rife  in  youth  and  fire  1 1 dare  not  ftayc 
Cloe . My  name  fhall  be  your  word. 

Alex.  Fly,  fly  thou  day.  Exit 

Cloe.  My  griefe  is  great  if  both  diefe  boyes  ftiould  fade : 
he  that  will  ufe  all  winds  muft  fhift  his  fade.  Exit, 


Adtus  fccundus,  Scena  prima. 

Enter  an  old  Shepherd  with  a bell  ringing,  and 
the  Priefi  of  Pan  following . 

Priejl - Shepherds  all,  and  maidens  faire, 
fold  your  flocks  up,  for  the  Aire 
gins  to  thicken,  and  the  funne 
already  his  great  courfe  hath  runne. 

See  the  dew-drops  how  they  kiffe 
every  little  flower  that  is : 
hanging  on  their  velvet  heads, 
like  a rope  of  chriftall  beades. 

Sec  the  heavie  clouds  low  falling, 

and  bright  Hefperus  downe  calling, 

the  dead  night  from  under  ground, 

at  whofe  rifing  mills  unfound, 

damps,  and  vapours  fly  apace, 

hovering  ore  the  wanton  face 

of  thefe  paftures,  where  they  come, 

flriking  dead  both  bud  and  bioome  - || 

therefore  from  fuch  danger  locke  - o 

every  one  his  loved  flocke, 

and  let  your  dogs  lye  loofe  without, 

left  the  Wolfe  come  as  a fcout 

from  the  raountaine,  and  ere  day 

bears 
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beare  aLambeorkid  away, 
ortheenfe  theevifh  Foxe, 
breake  upon  your  Ample  flocks : 
to  fecure  your  (elves  from  thefe, 
be  not  too  lecure  in  eafe- 
Jet  one  eye  his  watches  keep, 
whilic  the  tother  eye  doth  fleepe  ; 
fo  "ou  fhall  good  shepherds  prove, 
and  for  ever  hold  the  love 
of  our  great  god,  SweeteA  (lumbers 
ar  d 10ft  filence  fall  in  numbers 
on  your  eye- lids  : fo  fare  well, 
thus  I end  my  evenings  knell.  Exennt. 

Enter  Clorinthe  Shepherdeffe  ferting  of  herbs, 
and  telling  the  natures  of  them. 

Now  let  me  know  what  my  beft  Art  hath  done, 

helpt  by  the  great  power  of  the  vertuous  moone 

in  her  full  light ; O you  fonnes  of  earth, 

youonely  brood,  unto  whofe  happy  birth 

vertue  was  given,  holding  more  of  nature 

then  man  her  firft  born  and  mod:  perfect  creature, 

let  me  adore  you  *,  you  that  onely  can 

helpe  or  kill  nature,  drawing  out  that  fpan 

of  life  and  breath  even  to  the  end  of  time  • 

you  that  thefe  hands  did  crop,  long  before  prime 

of  day  • give  me  your  names,  and  next  your  hidden  power. 

This  is  the  (fl  it  bearing  a veliow  flower, 

and  this  blacke  Horehound,  both  are  very  good 

for  (heepe  or  Shepherd,  bitten  by  a wood- 

dogs  venom'd  tooth  ; thefe  Ramuns  branches  are, 

which  Aucke  in  entries,  or  about  the  barre 

that  holds  the  doore  fa  A,  kill  all  inchantments,  charmes, 

were  they  Medeu*  vev  ies  that  doe  harmes 

to  men  or  cattell  • there  for  frenzy  be 

a (peedy  and  a foveraigne  remedie, 

the  better  Wormwood,  Sage,  and  Marigold, 

fuch  urn  pa  thy  with  mam  good  they  doe  hold  • 

this  Tormentil,  whofe  vertue  is  to  part 

all  deadly  killing  poyfon  from  the  heart  • 

and  here  Nam  {jus  roote,  for  fweilings  be  s 
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vellow  Lecmacus^t o give  fweet  reft 
to  the  faint  Shepherd, killing  where  it  comes' 
all  bulie  gnats,  and  every  ft  ye  that  hummes : 
for  ieproiie-,  Darnell,  and  Seliondine, 

■ ih  Calamint,  whole  vertues  doe  refine 
the  blood  of  man,  making  it  free  and  faire 
as  the  rirft  houre  it  breath'd,  or  the  beftaire. 

Here  other  two,  but  your  rebellious  ufe 
is  not  for  me,  whofe  goodnefle  is  abufe  • 
therefore  foule  Standergraffe,  from  me  and  mine 
I banifh  thee,  with  luftful  Turpentine, 
you  that  intice  the  veines  and  Itirre  the  heat 
to  civill  mutiny,  fcaling  the  feate 
our  reafcn  moves  in,  and  deluding  it 
with  dreames  and  wanton  fancies,  till  the  fit 
of  burning  luft  be  quencht-  by  appetite, 
robbing  the  foule  of  blelfedneffe  and  light : 
and  thou  light  Varvin  too,thou  muft  go  after, 
provoking  eafie  fouls  to  mirth  and  laughter  • 
s no  more  (hall  I dip  thee  in  water  now, 
and  fprinkle  every  poft,  and  every  bough 
with  thy  well  pleating  juyce,  to  make  the  grooms 
Iweli  with  high  mirth, as  with  joy  all  the  rooms. 

Enter  The  not. 

The.  This  is  the  Cabin  where  the  beft  of  all 
her  fexe,  that  ever  breath'd,  or  ever  fhall 
give  heat  or  happineffe  to  the  Shepherds  fide, 
doth  onely  to  her  worthy  felfe  abide. 

Thou  bleffed  ftar,  I thank  thee  for  thy  light, 
thou  by  whofe  power  the  darkened  of  fad  nigT  - 
is  banifht  from  the  earth,  in  whofe  dull  place 
thy  chafter  beames  play  on  the  heavy  face 
of  all  the  world, making  the  blue  fea  fmiie, 
to  fee  how  cunningly  thou  doft  beguile 
thy  brother  of  his  brightneffe,  giving  day 
againe  from  chaos , whiter  then  that  way 
that  leads  to  Joves  high  Court,  and  chafter  farre- 
then  chaftitie  it  felf,  yon  blefTed  ftarre 
that  nightly  (hines:  Thou,  all  the  conftanci$ 
that  in  all. women  was,  or  ere  fhall  be,, 


The  faith  full  She[herdeffe . 

from  whofe  faireeye  balls  flyes  that  holy  fire, 
that  Poets  ftile  the  mother  of  defire, 
infilling  into  every  gentle  breft 
a foule  of  greater  price,  and  farre  more  bleft 
then  that  quicke  power,  which  gives  a difference, 
twixt  man  and  creatures  of  a lower  fenfe 

Clor.  Shepherd,  howCam’ft  thou  hither  to  this  place  ? 
no  way  is  troden,  all  the  verdant  grade 
the  fpring  fhot  up,  ftands  yet  unbruifed  here 
of  any  foot,  onely  the  dapled  Deer 
farre  from  the  feared  found  of  crooked  home 
dwels  in  this  faftneffe.  Th.  Chafter  then  the  morn, 

I have  not  wandred,or  by  ftrong  illufion 
into  this  vertuous  place  have  made  intrufion : 
but  hither  am  I come  (beleeve  me  fair) 
to  feeke  you  out,  of  whofe  great  good  the  air 
is  full,  and  ftrongly  labours,  whilft  the  found 
breakes  againft  heaven,  and  drives  into  a ftound 
the  amazed  Shepherd,  that  fuch  vertue  can 
be  refident  in  leffer  then  a man. 

Clor.  if  any  art  I have,  or  hidden  skill 
may  cure  thee  of  difeafe  or  feftred  ill, 
whofe  griefe  or  greenneffe  to  anothers  eye 
may  feeme  unpoifible  of  remedy, 

I dare  yet  undertake  it.  The.  *Tis  no  pain 
I fuffer  through  difeafe,  no  beating  veine 
conveyesinfedion  dangerous  to  the  heart, 
no  part  impoftum>  d to  be  curM  by  Art, 
this  body  holds  •,  and  yet  a feller  griefe 
then  ever  skilful  hand  did  give  relief 
dwels  on  my  foule,and  may  be  heal'd  by  you, 
faire  beauteous  virgin. 

Clor.  Then  fhepherd,  let  me  fue 
to  know  thy  griefe  • that  man  yet  never  knew 
the  way  to  health,  that  durft  not  fhew  his  fore. 

T hen.  Then  faireft,  know,  I love  you. 

Clor.  Swaine,  no  more, 
thou  haft  abuf  d the  ftridneffe  of  this  place, 
and  offred  Sacrilegeous  foule  difgrace 
to  the  fweet  reft  of  thefe  interred  bones, 
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for  feare  of  whofe  afeending,  fly  at  once, 

thou  and  thy  idle  pafiions,  that  the  fight 

of  death  and  fpeedy  vengeance  may  not  fright 

thy  very  foule  with  horror.  Then.  Let  me  not 

(thou  all  perfection)  merit  fuch  a blot 

for  my  true  zealous  faith.  Clor.  Dar’ft  thou  abide 

to  fee  this  holy  earth  at  once  divide 

and  give  her  body  up  ? for  fure  it  will, 

if  thou  purfu’ft  with  wanton  flames  to  fill 

this  hallowed  place  • therefore  repent  and  goe, 

whiift  I with  praife  appeafe  his  Ghoft  below, 

that  elfe  would  tell  thee  what  it  were  to  be 

a rival  1 in  that  vcrtuous  love  that  he 

Imbraces  yet.  Then.  ’Tis  not  the  white  or  red 

inhabits  in  your  cheek  that  thus  can  wed 

my  mind  to  adoration  nor  your  eye, 

though  it  be  full  and  faire.  your  forehead  high , 

and  fmooth  as  T flops  {boulder  • not  the  fmile 

lies  watching  in  thofe  dimples  to  beguile 

the  eafiie  foule,  your  hands  and  fingers  long 

with  veines  inameld  richly,  nor  your  tongue, 

though  it  fpoke  fweeter  then  Brians  Harp, 

your  hair  wove  into  many  a curious  warp, 

able  in  endlefle  errour  to  infold 

the  wandring  foule,  nor  the  true  perfed  mould  - 

of  all  your  body,  which  as  pure  doth  (bow 

in  Maiden  whiteneffe  as  the  Alpfien  fnow. 

All  thefe,  were  but  your  conftancie  away, 
would  pleafe  me  leffe,  then  a hlacke  ftormy  day 
the  wretched  Seaman  toyling  through  the  deep. 

But  whiift  this  honour’d  ftridneffe  you  dare  keep, 
though  ail  the  plagues  that  are  begotten  were 
in  the  great  womb  of  aire,were  fetled  here* 
in  opposition,  I would,  like  the  tree, 

{bakeoff  thofe  dropsofweakeneffe,and  be  free 

even  in  the  arm  of  danger.  C/cr.Wouldft  thou  have 

me  raife  again(fond  man)from  filent  grave, 

thofe  fparkes  that  long  agoe  were  buried  here, 

with  my  dead  friends  cold  a(hes  > T hen . Deareft  dea?e# 

I dare  not  aske  it,  nor  you  muft  not  grant; 
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ftnnd  ftrongly  to  your  vow,  and  doe  not  faint : 
remember  how  he  lov’d  ye,  and  be  ftill 
the  fame  Opinion  fpeaks  ye  •,  let  not  will, 
and  chat  great  god  of  women,  appetite, 
fet  up  your  blood  againe  • doe  not  invite 
delire  and  fancie  from  their  long  exile, 
to  fet  them  once  more  in  a pleafing  fmile  : 
be  like  a rocke  made  firmely  up  ’gainft  all 
the  power  of  angry  heaven,  or  the  ftrong  fall 
of  Neptunes  battery  ^ if  ye  yeeld,  I die 
to  all  affe&ion  • tis  that  loyakie 
ye  tie  unto  this  grave  I fo  admire ; 
and  yet  there’s  fomething  elfe  I would  defire, 
if  you  would  hear  me,  but  withall  deny. 

O Ttn,  what  an  uncertain  deftiny 

hangs  over  all  my  hopes ! I will  retire, 

for  if  I longer  ftay,  this  double  fire 

will  lick  my  life  up.  C/or.  Doe,  let  time  weare  out 

what  Art  and  Nature  cannot  bring  about. 

Then.  Fare  well  thou  foule  of  venue,  and  be  bleft 
forever,  wbilft  that  here  I wretched  reft 
thus  to  my  felfe  • yet  grant  me  leave  to  dwell 
in  kenning  of  this  Arbor  ^ yon  fame  dell 
ore  toptwith  mourning  Ciprcffe  and  fad  Ewe 
fhall  be  my  Cabin,  where  He  early  rew, 
before  the  Sunne  hath  kift  this  dew  away, 
the  hard  uncertaine  chance  which  Fate  doth  lay 
upon  this  head.  CLr.  The  gods  give  quick  releafe 
and  happy  cure  unto  thy  hard^difeafe.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Sullen. Shepherd 

Sullen.  I doe  not  love  this  wench  that  I fliould  meet, 
for  ne’r  did  my  unconftant  eye  yet  greet 
that  beauty,  were  it  fweeter  or  more  raire, 
then  the  new  blolfomes,  wh  n the  morning  ayre 
blowes  gently  on  them,  or  the  breaking  light, 
when  many  maiden  blufhes  to  our  fight 
fhoot  from  his  early  face : were  all  thefe  fet 
in  fome  neat  forme  before  me,  ’twoul  : not  net 
the  leaft  love  from  me  • fome  defire  gh^ 
or  prefent  burning : all  to  me  m ugh. 
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are  cquall,be  they  faire,  or  blacke,  or  browne, 

virgin,  or  careleffe  wanton,  1 can  crowne 

my  appetite  with  any  fweare  as  oft, 

and  weeps,  as  any,  melt  my  words  as  fofc 

into  a maiden  eare  , and  tell  how  long 

my  heart  has  been  her  fervant,  and  how  ftrong 

my  paiiions  are : call  her  unkind  and  crueli, 

offer  her  all  I have  to  gaine  the  Jewell 

maidens  fo  highly  prife : then  loath,  and  fly  : 

this  doe  I hold  a bleffed  deftiny.  EnHr  zsf  marillis. 

Amur.  Hail  Shepherd,  Pa*  bleffe  both  thy  flock  and  thee 
for  being  mindfull  of  thy  word  to  me. 

Sul.  W elcome  faire  Shepherdeffe,  thy  loving  fwaia 
gives  thee  the  felfe  fame  wifhes  backe  againe, 
who  till  this  prefent  houre  nere  knew  that  eye, 
could  make  me  croffe  mine  arms,  or  daily  dye 
with  frefti  confumings : boldly  tell  me  then, 
how  (hall  we  part  their  faithfull  loves,  and  when  > 

(hall  1 bcly  him  to  her,  (hall  I fweare 
his  faith  is  falfe,  and  he  loves  every  where  ? 
lie  fay  he  mockt  her  th*  other  day  to  you, 
which  will  by  your  confirming  (hew  as  true, 
for  he  is  of  fo  pure  an  honefty, 
to  think(becaufe  he  will  notjnone  will  lye  : 
or  elfe  to  him  lie  (lander  aAmeret^ 
and  fay,  (lie  but  feems  chafte  • lie  (wear  (he  met 
me  ’mongft  the  (hady  Sycamores  lafr  night, 
and  loofely  offred  up  her  flame  and  fpnght 
into  my  bofome,  made  a wanton  bed 
of  leaves  and  many  flowers,where  (hefpread 
her  willing  body  to  be  preft  by  me  •, 
there  have  I carv'd  her  name  on  many  a tree, 
together  with  mine  owne  ^ to  make  this  (how 
more  full  of  feeming.  Hobinall  you  know, 
fonne  to  the  aged  Shepherd  of  the  glen, 
him  I have  forted  out  of  many  men, 
to  fay  he  found  us  at  our  private  fport, 
and  rouz’d  us  'fore  our  time  by  his  refort : 
this  to  confirme,  I have  promiPd  to  the  boy 
many  a prettie  knack,  and  many  a toy, 
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as  grinnesjto  catch  him  birds,  with  bowe  and  bok, 
to  (hoot  at  nimble  Squirrels  in  the  holt  ^ 
a paireof  painted  Buskins,  and  a Lambe, 
fort  as  his  own  locks, or  the  down  of  fwan ; 
this  I have  done  to  winne  ye,  which  doth  give 
me  double  pleafure.  Difcord  makes  me  live. 

Amur.  Lov’d  Twain, T thanke  ye,  thefe  tricks  might  prevailc 
with  other  rufticke  Shepherds,  but  will  faile 
even  once  to  ftirre,  much  more  to  overthrow 
his  fixed  love  from  judgement,  who  doth  know 
your  nature,  my  end,  and  his  chofens  merit ; 
therefore  fome  ftronger  way  muft  force  his  fpirit, 
which  I have  found  : give  fecond,  and  my  love 
is  everlafting  thine.  Sail.  Try  me  and  prove. 

Amur.  Thefe  happy  paire  of  lovers  meet  ftraight  way* 
Soone  as  they  fold  their  flocks  up  with  the  day, 
in  the  thicke  grove  bordering  upon  yon  hill, 
in  whofe  hard  fide  Nature  hath  carv’d  a well, 
and  but  that  matchleffe  fpring  which  Poets  know, 
was  nere  the  like  to  this : by  it  doth  grow 
about  the  Tides,  all  herbs  which  Witches  ufe, 
all  fimples  good  for  Medicine  or  abufe,  , * 

allfweets  that  crowne  the  happy  Nuptiall  day,’ 
with  ail  their  colours,  there  the  month  of  May 
is  ever  dwelling,  all  is  young  and  greene, 
there’s  not  a grafife  on  which  was  ever  feene 
the  falling  Autumn^  or  cold  Winters  hand, 
fo  full  of  heat  and  vertue  is  the  land 
about  this  fountaine,  which  doth  (lowly  breake 
below  yon  Mountaines  foot,  into  a Creeke 
that  waters  all  the  valley, giving  Fifh 
of  many  forts, to  fill  the  Shepherds  difli. 

This  holy  well,  my  grandame  that  is  dead, 
right  wife  in  charmes,  hath  often  to  me  fed, 
hath  power  to  change  the  forme  of  any  creature, 
being  thrice  dipt  o’re  the  head,  into  what  feature, 
or  fhape  ’twouid  pleafe  the  letter  downeto  crave, 
who  mull  pronounce  this  charm  too,which  fhe  gave 
me  on  her  death-bed  • told  me  what, and  how, 

1 fhould  apply  unto  the  Patients  brow, 
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that  would  be  chang’d,  calling  them  thrice  afleepe, 
before  I tfufted  them  into  this  deepe. 

All  this  fhe  fhew'd  me,  and  did  charge  me  prove 
this  fecret  of  her  Art,  if  croft  in  love. 

Tie  this  attempt  $ now  Shepherd,  I have  here 
all  her  prefcriptions,  and  I will  not  feare 
to  be  my  felf  dipt : come,  my  temples  bind 
with  thefe  fad  herbs,  and  when  I fleep  you  find, 
as  you  do  fpeak  your  charm,  thrice  down  me  let, 
and  bid  the  water  raife  me  Aworet  • 
which  being  done,  leave  mee  to  my  affair, 
and  ere  the  day  (hall  quite  it  felf  out- wear, 

I will  return  unto  my  Shepherds  arm, 
dip  me  again ,and  then  repeat  this  charm, 
and  pluck  me  up  my  felfe,  whom  freely  take, 
and  the  hotft  fire  of  thine  affe&ion  flake. 

SptlL  And  if  I fit  thee  not,  then  fit  not  me  : 

I long  the  truth  of  this  wels  pow?er  to  fee.  Exeunt. 

En:er  Djphnis. 

Daph.  Here  will  I ftay,  for  this  the  covert  is 
where  I appointed  Cloe$  doe  not  mifle, 
thou  bright  eyJd  virgin,  come,  O come  my  fair, 
be  not  abufd  with  fear,  nor  let  cold  care 
of  honour  ftay  thee  from  the  Shepherds  arm, 
who  would  as  hard  be  wonne  to  offer  harm 
to  thy  chaft  thoughts,  as  whitene/Te  from  the  day, 
or  yon  great  round  to  move  another  way. 

My  language  (hall  be  honeft,  ful!  of  truth, 
my  flames  as  fmooth  and  fpotlelle  as  my  youth,: 

1 will  not  entertain  that  vvandring  thought* 
whofe  eaiie  current  may  at  length  be  brought 
to  a loofe  vafteneffe.  Alexis  within.  C loel 

Daph.  Tis  hervoyce, 
and  I muft  anfwer,  Cloe  l Oh  the  choice 
of  deare  embraces,  chaft  and  holy  ftraines 
our  hands  fhali  give  1 I charge  you  all  my  veins 
through  which  the  blood  and  fpirit  take  their  way3 
lock  up  your  difobedient  heats,  and  ftay 
thofe  mutinous  defires  that  elfe  would  grow 
to  ftrong  rebellion  : doe  npt  wilder  (how 
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Then  blufhing  modeftie  may  entercaine, 
tAlexis  within.  Cloe ! 

Daph.  There  founds  that  bleffcd  name  againe. 

And  I will  meet  it : let  me  not  miftake,  Enter  Alexis. 
This  is  fome  Shepherd  ! fure  I am  a wake  • 

What  may  this  riddle  meane  > I will  retire, 

T o give  my  felfe  more  knowledg.  ^4 lex.  Oh  my  fire. 

How  thou  confunfft  me  ? Cloe , anfwer  me, 

Alexis  ^ ftrong  Alexis^  high  and  free. 

Cals  upon  cloe.  See  mine  armes  are  full 
Of  entertainement,  ready  for  to  pull 
That  golden  fruit  which  too  too  long  hath  hung 
Tempting  the  greedy  eye : thou  ftayeft  too  long, 

I am  impatient  of  thefe  mad  delayes ; 

I muft  not  leave  unfought  thefe  many  wayes 
That  lead  into  this  center,  till  I finde 

Quench  for  my  burning  luft.  I come,  unkind.  Exit  Alexis 
Davh.  Can  my  imagination  worke  me  fo  much  ill, 

That  I may  credit  this  for  truth,  and  (fill 
Beleeve  mine  eyes  ? or  (hall  I firmely  hold 
Her  yet  untainted,  and  thefe  fights  but  bold 
illufion  ? Sure  fuch  fancies  oft  have  beene 
Sent  to  abufe  true  love,  and  yet  are  feene, 

Daring  to  blinde  the  vertuous  thought  with  errour. 

But  be  they  farre  from  me  with  their  fond  terrour : 

1 am  refolvM  my  Cloe  yet  is  true.  cloe  Within. 

Cloe,  harke,  Cloe : Sure  this  voyce  is  new, 

Whofe  fhrilneffe  like  the  founding  of  a bell, 

Tels  me  it  is  a woman  : Cloe , tell 

Thy  blefifed  name  againe.  Cloe  within.  Here. 

Ch  what  a griefe  is  this  to  be  fo  neere, 

And  not  incounter  ? Enter  Ch  e. 

CL-  Shepherd,  we  are  met, 

Draw  dole  into  the  covert,  left  the  wet 
W hich  falls  like  lazy  mifts  upon  the  ground 
Soke  through  your  ftartups.  Daph.  Faireft,  are  you  found  ? 
How  have  we  wandred,  that  the  better  part 
Of  this  good  night  is  perifht  ? oh  my  heart ! 

How  have  I longd  to  meet  ye,  how  to  kiffe 
Thofe  lilly  hands,  how  to  receive  the  bliffe 
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chat  charming  tongue  gives  to  the  happy  eare 
ofhim  that  drinkes  your  language ! but  1 feare 
I am  too  much  unmannerM,  farre  too  rude, 
and  almoft  growne  lafeivious  to  intrude 
thefe  hot  behaviours  •,  where  regard  of  fame, 
honour,  and  modefty,  a vertuous  name, 
and  fuch  difeourfe  as  one  faire  fifter  may 
without  offence  unto  the  brother  fay, 
fhould  rather  have  been  tendred  : but  believe, 
here  dwels  a better  temper  • doe  not  grieve 
then,  ever  kindeft,  that  my  firft  falute 
feafons  fo  much  offancie,  I am  mute 
henceforth  to  all  difeourfes,  but  fhall  be 
futing  to  your  fweet  thoughts  and  modeftie. 
Indeed  I will  not  aske.a  kiffe  of  you, 
no  not  to  wring  your  fingers,  nor  to  fue 
to  thofe  bleft  paire  of  fixed  ftarres  for  fmiles, 
all  a young  lovers  cunning,  all  his  wiles, 
and  pretty  wanton  dyings, fhall  to  me 
be  Grangers  • onely  to  your  chaftitie 
I am  devoted  ever.  Cloe.  honeft  Swaine, 
firft  let  me  thanke  you.  then  returne  againe 
as  much  of  my  love : no  thou  art  too  cold, 
unhappy  boy,  not  tempred  to  my  mold, 
thy  blood  fals  heavy  downeward,  *tis  not  feare 
to  offend  in  bold  neffe  wins,  they  never  weare 
deferved  favours  that  deny  to  take 
when  they  are  offerd  freely  : Doe  I wake 
to  fee  a man  of  his  youth,  years  and  feature, 
and  fuch  a one  as  we  call  goodly  creature, 
thus  backward  ? What  a world  of  precious  Art 
were  meerely  loft, to  make  him  doe  his  part  ? 

But  I will  Iliake  him  off,  that  dares  not  hold,  , 
let  men  that  hope  to  be  belov’d  be  bold, 
Daphnif , I doe  defire,  fince  we  are  met 
fo  happily,  our  lives  and  fortunes  fet 
upon  one  ftake,  to  give  aflurance  now, 
by  interchange  of  hands  and  holy  vow, 
never  to  breake  againe  : walk  you  that  way 
whiift  I in  zealous  meditation  ft  ray 
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a little  this  way  : when  we  both  have  ended 

thefe  rights  and  duties,  by  the  woods  befriended, 

and  fecrefie  of  night,  rctyre  and  finde 

an  aged  Oake,  whofe  hollowneffe  may  binde 

us  both  within  his  body,  thither  goe, 

it  Hands  within  yon  bottom.  Daph.  Be  it  fo.  Exit  Daph. 

Cloe.  And  I will  meet  there  never  more  with  thee, 
thou  Idle fhamefaftnefle.  Alex. within,  floe!  Clo , Tis  he 
that  dare  I hope  be  bolder.  Alex,  cloe  ! cloe.  Now 
great  Pan  for  Sjrinx  fake  bid  i'peed  our  plow.  Exit  floel 

A&us  tertius  Scena  prima. 

Enter  SuWcn/hepherd  with  Amarillis  in  a fleep 5 

Sull.  From  thy  forehead  thus  I take 
thefe  herbs,  and  charge  thee  not  awake 
till  in  yonder  holy  Well, 
thrice  with  powerfull  Magicke  fpell, 
fill'd  with  many  a balefull  word, 
thou  haft  been  dipt  •,  thus  with  my  cord 
of  blafted  hempe,  by  Moon-light  twinde, 

I doe  thy  ileepy  body  binde ; 

I turn  thy  head  into  the  Eaft, 
and  thy  feet  into  the  Weft, 
thy  left  arm  to  the  South  put  forth, 
and  thy  right  unto  the  North  : 

I take  thy  body  from  the  ground, 
in  thisdeepe  and  deadly  fwound, 
and  into  this  holy  fpring 
I let  thee  Aide  down  by  my  firing. 

Take  this  mayd  thou  holy  pit, 
to  thy  bottom ,neerer  yet, 
in  thy  water  pure  and  fweets 
by  thy  leave  1 dip  her  feet  ^ 
thus  I let  her  lower  yet, 
that  her  anckles  may  be  wet ; 
yet  downe  lower,  let  her  knee 
in  thy  waters  wafhed  bee  * 
there ftop:  Flyaway 
every  thing  that  loves  the  day. 
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truth  that  hath  but  one  lace, 
thus  I charme  thee  from  this  place. 

Snakes  that  caft  your  coats  for  n ew, 
camelions  that  alter  hue, 
hares  that  yearely  fexes  change, 

Proteus  altring  oft  and  ftrange, 

Hecate  with  fhapes  three, 
let  this  Mayden  changed  be, 
with  this  holy  water  wet, 
to  the  fhape  of  Amoret  % 

Cynthia  worke  thou  with  my  charme, 
thus  I draw  thee  free  from  harme 
up  out  of  this  blefted  Lake, 
rile  both  like  her  and  awake.  She  awakes. 

A mar.  Speake  fhepherd,  ami  Amoret  to  fight? 
or  haft  thou  mift  in  any  Magicke  right 
for  want  of  which  any  defeft  in  me, 
may  make  our  pra&ices  difcovered  be  ? 

SuL  By  yonder  Moone,  but  that  I here  doe  ftand, 
whofe  breath  hath  thus  transformd  thee,  and  whole  hand 
let  thee  downe  dry,  and  pluckt  thee  up  thus  wet, 

I fhould  my  felfe  take  thee  for  Amoret ; 
thou  art  in  clothes,  in  feature,  voice  and  hew 
fo  like,  that  fenfe  cannot  diftinguifti  you. 

Ama.  Then  this  deceit  which  cannot  crofted  be, 
at  once  (hall  lofe  her  him,  and  gaine  thee  me. 

Hither  (he  needs  muft  come  by  promife  made, 
and  furehis  nature  never  was  fo  bad, 
to  bid  a virgin  meet  him  in  the  wood, 
when  night  and  feare  are  up,  but  underftcod, 

Ewas  his  part  to  come  Hrft : being  come.  He  fay, 
my  conftant  love  made  me  come  hrft  and  ftay : 

Then  will  I leade  him  further  to  the  grove, 
but  ftay  you  here,  and  if  his  owne  true  Love 
fhall  feeke  him  here,  fet  her  in  fome  wrong  path, 
which  fay,  her  Lover  lately  troden  hath  • 

He  not  be  farre  from  hence,  if  need  there  be, 
here  is  another  charme,  whofe  power  will'  free 
the  dazeled  fenfe,  reade  by  the  Moones  beames  cleare, 
and  in  my  owne  true  mape  (hake  me  appear,  Pinter  *Peri. 

S hH,  Stand 
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Sull.  Stand  dofe,  herds  whofe  conftant  heart 

longs  to  behold  her  in  whofe  (hape  thou  art. 

Per.  This  is  the  place  (faire  Amoret  Jthe  hour 
is  yet  fcarce  come.  Here  every  Sylvan  power 
delights  to  be  about  yon  facred  wel, 
which  they  have  bleft  with  many  a powerfull  fpell  • 
for  never  travailer  in  dead  of  night, 
nor  ftrayed  beafts  have  falne  in,  but  when  fight 
hath  faild  thenyhen  their  right  way  they  have  found 
by  helpe  of  them,  fo  holy  is  the  ground : 
but  I will  farther  leek,  left  Amoret 
fhould  be  firft  come,  and  fo  ftray  long  unmet. 

My  Amoret , Amoret . Exit.  Amar.  Perigot . 

Per.  My  Love.  Amar.  I come  my  Love.  Exit 1 
Snll.  Now  (he  hath  got 
her  owne  defires,  and  I (hall  gainer  be 
of  my  long  lookt  for  hopes  as  wel  as  (he. 

How  bright  the  moon  fhines  here,  as  if  (he  drove 

to  (how  her  glory  in  this  little  grove.  Enter  Amoret 

to  fome  new  loved  Shepherd.  Yonder  is 

another  Amoret , Where  differs  this 

from  that  ? but  that  (he  l7 Perigot  hath  met3 

I (hould  have  tane  this  for  the  counterfet : 

Herbs, woods,  and  fprings,  the  power  that  in  you  lies, 
if  mortall  men  could  know  your  properties  1 
Amo . Me  thinks  it  is  not  night,  I have  no  feare, 
walking  this  wood,  of  Lyon,  or  the  Beare, 
whofe  names  at  other  times  have  made  me  quake, 
when  any  Shepherdelfe  in  her  tale  fpake 
of  fome  of  them,  that  underneath  a wood 
have  torn  true  Lovers  that  together  flood. 

Me  thinks  there  are  no  Goblins,  and  mens  talk,  „ 
that  in  thefe  woods  the  nimble  Fairies  walk, 
are  fables  • fuch  a ftrong  heart  I have  got, 
becaufe  I come  to  meet  with  Perigot. 

My  Perigot , who's  that,  my  Perigot  ? 

SAL  Fair  maid.  Amo,  Ay  me, thou  art  not  Perigotl 
Sull.  But  I can  tell  ye  news  of  Perigot : 

An  hour  together  under  yonder  tree 

he  fate  with  wreathed  arms  and  call'd  on  thee, 

and 
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and  faid.  Why  Amoret  dayeft  thou  fo  long? 
then  darting  up,  down  yonder  path  he  flung, 
led  thou  hadd  mid  thy  way  : were  it  day  light, 
he  could  not  yet  have  borne  him  out  of  fight. 

Amar,  Thanks  gentle  Shepherd,  and  befhrew  my  flayy 
that  made  me  fearcfufl  i had  loft  my  way  : 
as  fad  as  my  weake  legs  (that  cannot  be 
weary  with  feeking  him)  will  carry  me. 

He  feek  him  out  • and  for  thy  courtefie 

pray  Pan  thy  love  may  ever  follow  thee.  Exit. 

ShII.  How  bright  {he  was, how  lovely  did  {he  (how  l 
was  it  not  pitie  ,to  deceive  her  fo  ? 
fne  pluckt  her  garmenis  up,  and  tripe  away, 
and  with  a Virgin-innocence  did  pray 
for  me  that  perjur'd  her.  Whild  (he  was  here, 
me  thought  the  beames  of  light  that  did  appeare 
were  (hot  from  her  • me  thought  the  Moone  gave  nones 
but  what  it  had  from  her : {he  was  alone 
with  me,  if  then  her  prefence  did  fo  move, 
why  did  not  1 affay  to  winne  her  love  > 

(lie  would  not  fine  have  yeelded  unto  me  ; 

women  love  onely  opportunity 

and  not  the  man  •,  or  if  (he  had  deny'd, 

alone,  I might  have  forc'd  her  to  have  try'd 

who  had  been  dronger : 6 vaine  foolejtolet 

fuch  bled  occafion  paffe  •,  lie  follow  yet, 

my  blood  is  up,  I cannot  now  forbeare.  E titer  Alex . & CU § 

I come  fweet  Ament.  Soft  who  is  here  > 

A paire  of  Lovers } He  fhall  yeeld  her  me  : 
now  lud  is  up,  alike  all  women  be. 

Alex . Where  fhall  we  red  ? but  for  the  love  of  me^ 

C/of,  I know  ere  this  would  weary  be. 

Clot.  Alexis , let  us  red  here,  if  the  place 
be  private,  and  out  of  the  common  trace 
ofevery  fhepherd : fo*  I underdood 
this  night  a number  are  about  the  wood : 
then  let  us  choofe  fome  place,  where  out  of  fight 
we  freely  may  enjoy  our  dolne  delight. 

Alex . Then-  boldly  here,  where  we  (ball  nere  be  found, 
no  Shepherds  way  lies  here,  ’tis  hallowed  ground  j 
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no  mayd  feeks  here  her  ftrayed  Cow,  or  Sheeps 
Fairies  and  Fawns,  and  Satyrs  do  it  keep  : 
then  careleflely  reft  here,  and  clip  and  kifle, 
and  let  no  feare  make  us  our  pleafures  mifTe. 

Cloe.  Then  lye  by  me,  the  fooner  we  begin, 
the  longer  ere  the  day  defcry  our  fin. 

Sul.  Forbear  to  touch  my  Love, or  by  yon  flame, 
the  greateft  power  that  fhepherds  dare  to  name, 
here  where  thou  fitft  under  this  holy  tree 
her  to  difhonour,  thou  (halt  buried  be. 

^4  lex.  If  Tan  himfelfelhould  come  out  of  thelawnes, 
with  all  his  troupes  of  Satyrs  and  of  Fawnes, 
and  bid  me  leave,  I fweare  by  her  two  eyes, 
a greater  oath  than  thine,  l would  not  rife. 

SulL  Then  from  the  cold  earth  never  thou  (halt  move, 
but  lofe  at  one  ftroke  both  thy  life  and  love. 

Cloe.  Hold  gentle  fhepherd.  Sul.  Faireft  fhepherdefle, 
come  you  with  me,  I doe  not  love  ye  lefie 
than  that  fond  man, that  would  have  kept  you  there 
from  me  of  more  defert,  * Alex . O yet  forbears 
to  take  her  from  me  • give  me  leave  to'  die 
by  her. 

The  Satyr  enters^  he  runs  one  waj  and  (he  ans$her0 

Sat.  Now  whilft  the  Moon  doth  rule  the  skie, 
and  the  ftarres,  whofe  feeble  light 
give  a pale  fhadow  to  the  night, 
are  up,  great  Pan  commanded  me 
towalke  this  Grove  about,  whilft  he 
in  a corner  of  the  wood, 
where  never  mortall  foot  hath  ftood5 
keeps  dancing,  mufick,  and  a feaft 
to  intertaine  a lovely  gueft  : 
where  he  gives  her  many  a Rofe, 
fweecer  than  the  breath  that  blows 
the  leaves  • Grapes,  Berries  of  the  beft, 

I never  faw  fo  great  a feaft. 

But  to  my  charge  : here  muft  I flay^ 
to  fee  what  mortalls  lofe  their  way, 
and  by  a falfe  fire  feeming  bright,' 
mine  them  in  and  leave  them  right  j 
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Then  muft  I watch  if  any  be 
Forcing  of  a chaftitie  • 

If  I finde  it,  then  in  hafte 
Give  my  wreathed  horn  a bfaft, 

And  the  Fairies  all  will  run, 

Wildly  dancing  by  the  Moon, 

And  will  pinch  him  to  the  bone, 

Till  his  luftfull  thoughts  be- gone. 

AUx.  O death  1 Sat.  B^ck  again  about  this  ground, 
Sure  I hear  a mortal!  found  • 

I bind  thee  by  this  powerful  fpeli, 

By  the  waters  of  this  Well, 

By  the  glimmering  Moon  beams  bright, 

Speak  again,  thou  mortali  wightn 

iAUx.  Oh  1 Sat.  Here  the  foolilh  mortal  lies. 
Sleeping  on  the  ground  : arife. 

The  poor  wight  is  almoft  dead, 

On  the  ground  his  wounds  have  bled. 

And  his  clothes  fould  with  his  blood  : 

To  my  Goddeffe  in  the  wood 
Will  I lead  him,  whofe  hands  pure. 

Will  help  this  mortal  wight  to  cure,  Enter  Clue 

Clot.  Since  I beheld  yon  (Baggy  man, my  breft 
doth  pant, each  bufn,methinks5fnouldhide  abeaft  : 
yet  my 'defire  keeps  frill  above  my  fear, 

I would  fain  meet  feme  fhepherd,  knew  I where : 
for  from  one  caufe  of  fear  I am  moft  free, 
it  is  impoilible  to  ravifh  me, 

I am  fo  willing.  Here  upon  this  ground 
I left  my  love  all  bloody  with  his  wound  ; 
yet  till  that  fearefull  fhape  made  me  be  gone, 
though  he  were  hurt,  I furniftit  was  of  one, 
but  now  both  loft  : Alexis , fpeake  or  move. 

If  thou  haft  any  life,  thou  art  yet  my  love. 

Hee's  dead,  or  el fe  is  with  his  little  might 
crept  from  the  banke  for  feare  of  that  ill  fpright. 

Then  where  art  thou  that  ftruckft  my  love } O flay, 
bring  me  thy  felfe  in  change,  and  then  lie  fay 
thou  haft  fome  juftice.  I will  make  thee  trim 
with  flowers  & garlands  that  were  meant  for  him ; ' 
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lie  clip  thee  round  with  both  mine  armes,  as  faft 
as  I did  meane  he  (hould  have  been  imbrac’d : 
but  thou  art  fled.  What  hope  is  left  for  me  > 

Jle  run  to  Daphnis  in  the  hollow  tree, 
who  I did  meane  to  mocke,  though  hope  be  fmali, 
to  make  him  bold  ; rather  than  none  at  all, 
lie  try  him  •,  his  heart,  and  my  behaviour  too 
perhaps  may  teach  him  what  he  ought  to  doe.  Exit 

Enter  SullenShepherd. 

Sul.  this  was  the  place,  5twas  but  my  feeble  fight, 
mixt  with  the  horror  of  my  deed, and  night, 
that  fbapt  thefe  feares,  and  made  me  run  away, 
and  lofe  my  beautious  hardly  gotten  prey. 

Speak  gentle  Shepherdefle,  1 am  alone, 
and  tender  love  for  love : but  fhe  is  gone 
from  me,  that  having  ftrucke  her  lover  dead, 
for  filly  feare  left  her  alone  and  fled. 

A nd  fee,  the  wounded  body  is  remov'd 
by  her  of  whom  it  was  fo  well  belov'd. 

Eater  Perigot  and  Amariiiis  in  the  (have  of  Amoret. 
But  thefe  fancies  mud  be  quite  forgot, 

I muft  iie  chofe.  Here  comes  young  Perigot 
with  fubtill  A mar  ill  it  in  the  fliape 
of  Amoret.  Pray  Love  he  may  not  fcape. 

Amay.  Beloved  Perirot^  (hew  me  fome  place, 
where  I may  reft  my  limbes,  weake  with  the  chace 
of  thee,  an  hour  before  thou  earn'd  at  leaft. 

Per.  Befhrew  my  tardy  fteps : Here  (halt  thou  reft 
upon  this  holy  banke,  no  deadly  Snake 
upon  this  trufe  her  lelfe  in  foulds  doth  make. 

Here  is  no  poyfon  for  the  Toad  to  feed : 
here  boldly  lpread  thy  hands,  no  venom’ d weed 
dares  blifter  them,  no  fli my  Snailedare  creepe 
over  thy  face  when  thou  art  faft  afleepe  •, 
here  never  durft  the  babling  Cuckow  fpit, 
no  (lough  of  falling  Starre  did  ever  hit 
upon  this  banke ; let  this  thy  Cabin  be, 
this  other  fet  with  Violets  for  me. 

Ama.  thou  doft  not  love  me  Perigot . Per . Faire  mayd, 
you  onely  love  to  heare  it  often  fayd  • 
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you  doe  not  doubt.  Amur  Beleeve  me  but  I doe. 

Tar.  what  fhall  we  now  begin  againe  to  wooe? 
tis  the  beft  way  to  make  your  Lover  laft, 
to  play  with  him,  when  you  have  caught  him  faft. 

By  Pan  I fweare,  I loved  Terigot , 
and  by  yon  Moone,  I thinke  thou  lov’d  me  not. 

Per.  By  Pan  I fwear,  and  if  I falfely  fweare, 
let  him  not  guard  my  flockes,  let  Foxes  teare 
my  earlieft  lambs,  and  wolves  whilft  I doe  fleepe 
fall  on  the  reft,  a Rot  among  my  fheep.  . 

I love  thee  better  than  the  carefull  Ewe 
the  new-yeana  lambe  that  is  of  her  owne  hew  • 

I dote  upon  thee  more  than  the  young  lamb 
doth  on  the  bagg  that  feeds  him  from  his  dam. 

Were  there  a fort  of  wolves  got  in  my  fold, 
and  one  ran  after  thee,  both  young  and  old 
fhould  be  devour’d,  and  it  fnould  be  my  ftrife 
to  fave  thee,  whom  I Iov.e  above  my  life. 

Aw  a.  How  fhall  I truft  thee  when  I fee  thee  chufe 
another  bed,  and  doft  my  fide  refufe  ? 

Per.  Twas  only  that  thechafte  thoughts  might  be  (hewn 
atwixt  thee  and  me,  although  we  were  alone. 

nAma.  Come,  Perigot  will  (hew  his  power,  that  he 
can  make  his  Amoret , though  (he  weary  be, 
rife  nimbly  from  her  couch,  and  come  to  his. 

Here  take  thy  Amoret,  imbrace  and  ki(fe. 

\Ter.  What  means  my  Love  ? To  do  as  lovers  (hud, 

that  are  to  be  injoy'd,  not  to  be  woo'd. 

There’s  nere  a Shepherdefle  in  all  the  plain 

can  ki(fe  thee  with  more  art,  there’s  none  can  faine 

more  wanton  tricks.  Ter.  Forbeare,  dearefoule,  to  trie, 

whether  my  heart  be  pure  • He  rather  die 

than  nourifh  one  thought  to  di(honour  thee. 

Ama.  Still  thinkft  thou  fuch  a thing  as  Chafticie 
is  amongft  women  ? Perigot  there’s  none, 
that  with  her  love  is  in  a wood  alone, 
and  would  come  home  a mayd  • be  not  abus'd 
with  thy  fond  firft  beliefe,  let  time  be  us’d  : 
why  doft  thou  rife  > Per . My  true  heart  thou  haft  flaine. 

Ama.  Faith  Perigot , lie  plucke  thee  downe  againe. 

Per . Let 
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Per.  Let  goe,  thou  Serpent,  that  into  my  bred 
haft  with  thy  cunning  (liv'd  • art  not  in  jeft  ? 

Awa.  Sweet  love, lie  downe.  Ter.  Since  this  I live  to  fee, 

fome  bitter  North  wind  blaft  my  flockes  and  me. 

Ama.  Y ou  fwore  you  lov'd,  yet  will  not  doe  my  will. 

Per.  O be  as  thou  wertonce,  lie  love  thee  ftilL 

Ama.  I am,  as  ftill  I was,  and  all  my  kinde, 
tkough  other  fhovves  we  have  poore  men  to  blinde. 

Per.  Then  here  I end  all  love,  and  left  my  valine 
beliefe  fhould  ever  draw  me  in  againe, 
before  thy  face  that  haft  my  youth  mif-led, 

1 end  my  life,  my  blood  be  on  thy  head. 

Ama.  O hold  thy  hands,  thy  Amoret  doth  cry. 

Per.  Thoucounfaii'ft  wel.firft  Amoret  iliall  dye, 
that  is  the  caufe  of  my  eternal  fmart.  He  runs  after  her. 

Ama.  O hold.  Ter.  This  fteel  dial  pierce  thy  luftful  heart. 

The  Sullen  Shepherd  fteps  out  and  uneharmes  hey* 

Sul.  Up  and  downe  everywhere, 

I ftrew  the  herbs  to  purge  the  ayre : 
let  your  Odour  drive  hence 
all  miftes  that  daxell  fenfe. 

Herbs  and  fprings  whole  hidden  might 
alters  fhapes,  and  mockes  the  fight, 
thus  I charge  ye  to  undoe 
all  before  I brought  ye  to: 
let  her  flye,  let  her  fcape, 
give  againe  her  owne  fhape. 

Enter  Amarillis  in  her  owne  fhape. 

Amar.  Forbeare  thou  gentle  fwaine,  thou  doft  miftake, 
fhe  whom  thou  follow'd!!  fled  into  the  brake, 
and  as  I croft  thy  way,  I met  thy  wrath, 
the  only  feare  of  which  neere  flaine  me  hath. 

Pir.  Pardon  faire  Shepherdeffe,  my  rage  and  night 
were  both  upon  me,  and  beguild  my  fight  • 
but  farre  be  it  from  me  to  fpill  the  blood 
of  harmelefle  maides  that  wander  in  the  wood.  Exit  Ama. 

Enter  Amoret. 

Amc.  Many  a weary  ftepin  yonder  path, 
poore  hopeleffe  Amoret  twice  troden  hath 

F 2 to 
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To  feeke  her  T'tngot,  yet  cannot  heare 
his  voyce  •,  my  Perigot , fhe  loves  thee  dear 
that  calls.  Per.  See  yonder  where  fhe  is,  how  faire 
{he  (howes,  and  yet  her  breath  infe&sthe  Ayr. 

Amo.  my  Perigot.  Per.  Here.  AmK  Happy. 

Per.  HaplefTe  fir  ft : 

it  lights  on  thee,  the  next  blow  is  the  worft. 

Amo.  Stay  Perigot , my  love,  thou  art  unjuft. 

Per.  Death  is  the  beft  reward  that's  due  to  Juft.  Exit. Peri , 
Sail.  Now  lhall  their  love  be  croft,  for  being  ftrucke, 

He  throw  her  in  the  Fount,  left  being  tooke 
by  fome  night-travailer,  whofe  honeft  care 
may  helpe  to  cure  her,  Shepherdeffe  prepare 
your  felfe  to  die.  Amo.  No  mercy  I doe  crave 
thou  canft  not  give  a worfe  blow  than  I have  • 
tell  him  that  gave  me  this,  who  lov'd  him  too, 
he  ftruck  my  foul,  and  not  my  body  through. 

Tell  him  when  I am  dead,  my  foul  (hall  be 
at  peace,  if  he  but  thinke  he  injur'd  me. 

Suit.  Jn  this  Fount  be  thy  grave,  thou  wert  not  meant 
fure  for  a women,  thou  art  fo  innocent.  fling*  her  into 

She  cannot  fcape,  for  underneath  the  ground,  the  iydL 

in  a long  hollow  the  cleare  fpring  is  bound, 
till  on  yon  fide  where  the  Mornes  Sunne  doth  looke,; 
the  ftrugling  water  breakes  out  in  a Brooke.  £ xit . 

T he  G od  of  the  River  rifeth  wi:  h Amoret  in  his  arm  s . J 
God.  What  powerfull  charmes  my  ftreames  doe  bring 
back  again  unto  their  fpring, 
with  fuch  force,  that  I their  god, 
three  times  ftriking  with  my  Rod , 
could  not  keep  them  in  their  rankes . 
my  Fifhes  (hoot  into  the  bankes, 
there's  not  one  that.ftayes  and  feeds, 
ail  have  hid  them  in  the  weeds. 

Here's  a mortall  almoft  dead, 
falne  into  my  River  head, 
hallowed  fo  with  many  a fpell^ 
that  tillnow  none  ever  fell. 

Ti$  a Female  young  and  cleare,  / v t 
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cad  in  by  fome  Ravifher. 

See  upon  her  bread  a wound, 
on  which  there  is  no  plaider  bound. 

Yet  fhee's  warme,  her  plufes  beat, 
cis  a figne  of  life  and  heat. 

If  thou  bee'll  a Virgin  pure, 

1 can  give  a prefent  cure  : 
take  a drop  into  thy  wound 
from  my  watry  lockes  more  round 
than  Orient  Pearle,  and  farremore  pure 
than  unchail  flelh  may  endure. 

See  fhe  pants,  and  from  her  flefh 
the  warme  blood  gufheth  outafrefh. 

Shee  is  an  unpolluted  mayd  • 

1 mull  have  this  bleeding  dayd. 

From  my  bankes  I plncke  this  flower 
with  holy  hand,  whofe  vertuous power 
is  at  once  to  heale  and  draw. 

The  blood  returnes.  I never  faw 
a fayrer  Mortall.  Now  doth  breake 
her  deadly  (lumber : Virgin,  fpeak. 

A mo.  Who  hath  reftor'd  my  fenfe,  given  me  new  breathj 
and  brought  me  backe  out  of  the  armes  of  death  ? 

God . 1 have  heald  thy  wounds.  Amo . Ay  me  ! 

god.  Fear  not  him  that  fuccour’d  thee  : 

I am  this  Fountaines  god ; below, 
my  waters  to  a River  grow, 
and  'twixt  two  bankes  with  Oilers  fet, 
that  onely  profper  in  the  wet, 
through  the  Meadowes  doe  they  glide, 
wheeling  dill  one  every  fide, 
fometimes  winding  round  about, 
to  find  the  evened  channell  out. 

And  if  thou  wilt  goe  with  me, 
leaving  mortall  company, 
in  the  coole  dreames  (halt  thou  Iye3 
free  from  harme  as  well  as  I : 

J will  give  thee  for  thy  food, 
no  Fifh  that  ufeth  in  the  mud, 
but  Trout  and  Pike  that  love  to  fwim 
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where  the  gravell  from  the  brim, 

through  the  pure  dreames  may  be  feene : 

orient  Pearle  fit  for  a Queene, 

will  I give  thy  love  to  win, 

and  a {hell  to  keepe  them  in  : 

not  a Fifh  in  all  my  Brooke 

that  fnall  difobey  thy  looke, 

but  when  thou  wilt, come  Aiding  by, 

and  from  thy  white  hand  take  a flye. 

And  to  make  thee  underhand, 
how  I can  my  waves  command, 
they  fhall  bubble  whiift  I fing 
Tweeter  than  the  filver  fpring. 

Xh:  Song. 

Doe  not  feare  to  put  tbj  feet 
Naked  in  the  River  (weet  * 

Thinl^not  Leach , or  Newt  or  Toad 
Will  t it e thy  foot,  when  thou  haft  trod  k 
Nor  lei  the  water  rifjng  Ugh, 

Ns  thou  wac? ft  in, make  thee  cm 
And  fob , hut  ever  live  with  mee9 
And  not  a Wave  Jball  trouble  thee . 

Arno.  Immortal  power,  that  rul’d  this  holy  hood, 
3 know  my  feife  unworthy  to  be  woo’d 
by  thee  a god  : for  ere  this,  but  for  thee 
I fhould  have  fhown  my  weak  Mortalitie  : 
befides,  by  holy  Oath  betwixt  us  twaine, 

I am  betroath’d  unto  a Shepherd  fwaine, 
whofe  comely  face,  I know  the  gods  above 
may  make  me  leave  to  fee,  but  not  to  love. 

God . May  he  prove  to  thee  as  true. 

Paired  Virgin,  now  adieu, 

I mud  make  my  waters  flye, 

Led  they  leave  their  Channels  dry. 

And  beads  that  come  unto  the  fpring 
Mifle  their  mornings  watering, 

Which  I would  not  5 for  of  late 
All  the  neighbour  people  fate 
On  my  bankes,  and  from  the  fold, 

Two  white  Lambs  of  three  weeks  old 
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Offered  to  my  Deitie  : 

For  which  this  yeare  they  fhall  be  free 
From  raging  floods,  that  as  they  paflfc 
Leave  there  gravell  in  the  graflfe : 

Nor  fhall  their  Meades  be  overflowne. 

When  their  graflfe  is  newly  mowne. 

Awo.  For  thy  kindneflfe  to  me  fhowne, 

Never  from  thy  bankes  be  blowne 
Any  tree,  with  windy  force, 

Croflfe  thy  ftreames,to  flop  thy  courfe  : 

May  no  beaft  that  comes  to  drinke, 

With  his  homes  caft  downe  thy  brinke  . 

May  none  that  for  thy  fifh  doe  looke. 

Cut  thy  bankes  to  damme  thy  Brooke  ♦ 

Bare-foot  may  no  Neighbour  wade 
In  thy  coole  ftreames  wife  nor  mayd. 

When  the  fpawnes  on  ftones  doe  lye. 

To  wafh  their  Hempe,  and  fpoyle  the  Frye. 

Gcd . Thanks  Virgin,  I muft  downe  againe, 

Thy  wound  will  put  thee  to  no  paine : 

Wonder  not  fo  foone  'tis  gone  • 

A holy  hand  was  layd  upon.  Exit] 

A wo.  And  I unhappy  borne  to  be, 

Muft  follow  him  that  flies  from  me. 
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Enttr  Perigot 

Per.  Shee  is  untrue,  unconftant,  and  unkinde, 
fhe's  gone,  (he's  gone,  blow  high  thou  North-weft  wind, 
and  raife  the  Sea  to  Mountaines,  let  the  Trees 
that  dare  oppofe  thy  raging  fury,  leefe 
their  firme  foundation,  creepc  into  the  earth, 
and  fhake  the  world,  as  at  the  monftrous  birth 
of  fome  new  Prodigy,  whilft  I conftant  ftand, 
holding  this  truftie  Boare-fpeare  in  my  hand,) 
and  falling  thus  upon  it# 

Enter  Amarillis  running, 

Amur.  Stay  thy  dead-doing  hand,  thou  art  too  hoc 
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againft  thy  felfe,  believe  me  comely  Swaine, 
if  that  thou  dyeft,  not  all  the  fhowers  of  Raiae 
the  heavy  clouds  fend  down  can  wafti  away 
that  foule  unmanly  guilt,  the  world  will  lay 
upon  thee.  Y et  thy  love  untainted  hands : 
beleeve  me,  fhe  is  conftant,  not  the  fands 
can  be  fo  hardly  numbred  as  fhe  wonne : 

I doe  not  trifle,  Shepherd^  by  the  Moone, 
and  all  thofe  le/Ter  lights  our  eyes  doe  view, 
ail  that  I told  thee  Reiget,  is  true : 

Then  be  a free  man,  put  away  defpayr, 
and  will  to  dye,  fmooth  gently  up  that  fayre 
dejedted  forehead  : be  as  when  thofe  eyes 
tooke  the  firft  heat.  ‘Ter.  Alas  he  double  dyes 
that  would  believe,  but  cannot  • Yis  hot  wt  11 
ye  keep  me  thus  from  dying,  here  to  dwell 
with  many  worfe  companions : but  oh  death, 

I am  not ) et  inamourd  of  this  breath 
fo  much,  but  I dare  leave  it,  Yis  not  payne 
in  forcing  of  a wound,  nor  after  gaine 
of  many  dayes,  can  hold  me  from  my  will  : 

Yis  not  my  felfe,  but  Amoret , bids  kill. 

Ama.  Stay  but  a little, little, but  one  hour, 
and  if  I do  not  fho.v  thee  through  the  power 
of  herbs  and  words  I have,  as  dark  as  night, 
my  felfe  turn’d  to  thy  Amoret , in  f ght, 
her  very  figure,  and  the  Robe  fne  weares, 
with  tawny  Buskins,  and  the  hooke  (he  beares 
of  thine  owne  Carving,  where  your  names  are  fet, 
wrought  underneath  with  many  a curious  frett, 
the  Prin.-Rofe Chaplet,  taudry-laceand  Ring, 
thou  gaveft  her  for  her  finging,  with  each  thing 
elfethat  fhe  weares  about  her,  let  me  feel 
the  firft  fell  Broke  of  that  Revenging  fteele. 

Per . 1 am  contented , if  there  be  a hope 
to  give  it  entertainement,  for  the  fcope 
of  one  poor  hour ; goe,  you  (hall  find  me  next 
under  yon  fnady  Beech,  even  thus  perplext, 
and  thus  beleeving.  Ama.  Binde  before  I goe, 
thy  foule  by  P*n  unto  me,  not  to  doe 
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Harme  or  outragious  wrong  upon  thy  life, 
till  my  return. 

* Ter . By  T**,  and  by  the  ftrife 
he  had  with  Thebas  for  the  Matter  ye, 
when  Golden  My  das  judg'd  their  Minflralcye% 
I will  not.  Extant. 

Enter  Satyre  rvith  Alexis  hart. 

Satyr.  Softly  gliding  as  I goe, 
with  this  burthen  full  of  woe, 
through  ftill  filence  of  the  night, 
guided  by  the  Gloe-wormes  light, 
hither  am  I come  at  laft, 
many  a Thicket  have  I paft: 
not  a twig  that  durft  deny  me, 
not  a bu(h  that  durft  defery  me, 
to  the  little  Bird  that  fleepes 
* on  the  tender  fpray  : norcreepes 
that  hardy  worme  with  poynted  tail, 
but  if  I be  under  fail, 
flying  fafter  then  the  wind, 
leaving  all  thecloudes  behind, 
but  doth  hide  her  tender  head 
in  fome  hollow  tree  or  bed 
of  feeded  Nettles : not  a Hare 
can  be  ftarted  from  his  fare, 
by  my  footing,  nor  a wi(h 
is  more  fudden,  nor  a fi(h 
can  be  found  with  greater  eafe, 
cut  the  vaftiinbounded  feas, 
leaving  neither  print  nor  found, 
then  I,  when  nimbly  on  the  ground, 

I meafure  many  a league  an  hour : 

But  behold  the  happy  power, 
that  muft  eafe  me  of  my  charge, 
and  by  holy  hand  enlarge 
the  foule  of  this  fad  man,  that  yet 
lyes  faft  bound  in  deadly  fit  ^ 
heaven  and  great  Pan  fucker  it  T 
Hayl  thou  beauty  of  the  bowey, 
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whiter  then  the  Paramoure 

of  my  matter,  let  me  crave 

thy  vertuous  help  to  keep  from  Grave 

this  poore  Mortall  that  here  lyes, 

waiting  when  the  dettinies 

will  unde  his  thredoflife: 

view  the  wound  by  cruell  knife 

trencht  into  him. 

Clor.  What  art  thou  call’ll  me  from  my  holy  rights, 
and  with  thy  feared  name  of  death  affrights 
my  tender  Eares?  fpeake  me  thy  name  and  will. . 

Satyr.  I am  the  Satyre  that  did  fill 
your  lap  with  early  fruit,  and  will, 
when  I hap  to  gather  more, 
bring  ye  better  and  more  ftore : 
yet  l come  not  empty  now, 
lee  a blofTome  from  the  bow, 
but  befhrew  his  heart  that  pulld  it, 
and  his  perfed  fight  that  culld  it 
from  the  other  Springing  bloom es  • 
for  a fweeter  youth  the  Groomes 
cannot  (how  me,  nor  the  downes, 
nor  the  many  neighbouring  townes  • 
low  in  yonder  glade  I found  him, 
foftly  in  mine  Armes  I.bound  him, 
hither  have  I brought  him  fleeping 
in  a trance,  his  wounds  frefh  weeping, 
in  remembrance  fuch  youth  may 
fpring  and  perifh  in  a day. 

dor.  Satire,  they  wrong  thee,  that  doe  terme  thee  rude, 
though  thou  beeft  outward  rough  and  twany  hude ; 
thy  manners  are  as  gentle  and  as  faire 
as  his,  who  brags  himfelfe,  borne  onely  heire 
to  all  Humamty  let  me  fee  the  wound : 
this  Herb  will  ftay  the  current  being  bound 
faft  to  the  Orifice,  and  this  reftraine 
ulcers,  and  fwellings,  and  fuch  inward  paine, 
as  the  cold  ay  re  hath  forc’d  into  the  fore : 
this  to  draw  out  fuch  Putrifying  gore 
asinward  falls. 
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Satyr.  Heaven  grant  it  may  doe  good. 

Clor . Fairely  wipe  away  the  blood  : 
hold  him  gently  till  I fling 
water  of  a vertuous  fpring 
on  his  temples  • turne  him  twice 
to  the  moone  beames,  pinch  him  thrice  , 
that  the  labouring  foule  may  draw 
from  his  great  ecdipfe.  Satyr.  I faw 

his  eye  lids  moving.  Clor . Give  him  breath, 
all  the  danger  of  cold  death 
now  is  vanifht;  with  this  Plafter, 
and  this  unftion,  doe  I mailer 
all  the  feflred  ill  that  may 
give  him  griefe  another  day. 

Satyr.  See  he  gathers  up  his  fpright 
and  begins  to  hunt  for  light  • 
now  he  gapes  and  breaths  againe: 
how  the  blood  runs  to  the  veine, 
that  earfl  was  empty  l Alexis.  O my  heart, 
my  deareft,  deareft  Cloe  ,0  the  fmart 
runs  through  my  fide  : I feele  fome  poynted  thing 
pafife  through  my  Bowels,  fharper  then  the  fling 

O {Scorpio*. 

Pan  preferve  me,  what  are  you  } 

Doe  not  hurt  me,  1 am  true 
To  my  Cloe,  though  (he  flye. 

And  leave  me  to  this  diftiny. 

There  fhe  Hands,  and  will  not  lend 
Her  fmooth  white  hand  to  helpe  her  friend ; 

But  I am  much  miilaken,  for  that  face 
Beares  more  Auflerity  and  modeil  grace. 

More  reproving  and  more  awe 
Then  thefe  eyes  yet  ever  faw 
In  my  Cloe.  Oh  my  paine 
Eagerly  Renewts  againe. 

Give  me  your  helpe  for  his  rake  you  love  befl. 

Clor.  Shepherd,  thou  canil  nor  poilibly  take  reft, 
till  thou  hail  laid  aiide  all  hearts  defires 
provoking  thoughts  that  ilirre  up  luily  fires, 
commerce  with  wanton  eyes,  ilrong  blood,  and  will 
G 2 
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to  execute,  thefe  mutt  be  purg’d,  untill 
the  vein  grow  whiter  • then  repent,  and  pray 
great  Pan  to  keep  you  from  the  like  decay, 
and  I (hall  undertake  your  cure  with  eafe, 
till  when  this  vertuous  Platter  will  difpleafe 
your  tender  fides ; give  me  your  hand  and  rife  : 
help  him  a little  Satyre , for  his  thighes 
yet  are  feeble. 

Alex.  Sure  l have  loft  much  blood. 

Satyr.  ’Tis  no  matter,  t’was  not  good. 

Mortal  you  mutt  leave  your  wooing, 
though  there  be  a joy  in  doing, 
yet  it  brings  much  griefe  behind  it3 
they  beft  feel  it,  that  doe  find  it. 

Ctor,  Come  bring  him  in,  I will  attend  his  fore 
'When  you  are  well,  take  heed  you  luft  no  more. 

Satjr.  Shepherd, fee  what  comes  of  kitting, 
by  my  head  t’were  better  miffing. 

Brighteft,  if  there  be  remayning 
any  fervice,  without  feigning 
I will  doe  it  •,  were  I fee 
to  catch  the  nimble  wind,  or  get 

fhadowes  glyding  on  the  greene,  * 

or  to  fteale  from  the  great  Queene 
of  F ay  ries,  all  her  Beauty, 

I would  doe  it,  fo  much  duty 
doe  I owe  thole  precious  Ey  es. 

Clor%  I thanke  thee  honeft  Satyre^  if  the  Cryes 
ofany  other  that  be  hurt  or  ill, 
draw  thee  unto  them,  prithee  doe  thy  will 
to  bring  them  hither. 

Satjr . I will,  and  when  the  weather 
ierves  to  Angle  in  the  brooke3 
I will  bring  a filver  hooke, 
with  a line  of  fineft  filke, 
and  a rod  as  white  as  milke3 
eo  deceive  the  little  fifh : 
fo  I take  my  leave,  and  wifh, 
on  this  Bower  may  ever  dwell 
fpringj,  and  fummer,  Friend  farewell  Exit, 

EntXr 
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Enter  Amoret  ^feehing  her  love . 

Amo.  This  place  is  Ominous,  for  here  J loft 
my  love  and  almoft  life,  and  fince  have  croft 
all  thefe  woods  over,  never  a Nooke  or  dell, 
where  any  little  bird,  or  beaft  doth  dwell, 
but  I have  fought  him,  never  a bending  brow 
of  any  hill  or  glade,  the  wind  lings  through, 
nor  a greene  bank,  nor  (hadevwhere  Shepherds  ufe 
to  lit  and  Riddle,  fweetly  pipe,orchufe 
their  Valentines,  that  I have  mift,  to  find 
my  love  in.  Perigot , Oh  too  unkind, 
why  haft  thou  fled  me  ? whither  art  thou  gone  > 
how  have  I wrong’d  thee  > was  my  love  alone 
to  thee  worthy  this  fcorn’d  Recom pence  ? tis  well, 

I am  content  to  feele  it : but  1 tell 
thee  Shepherd,  and  thefe  luftie  woods  {hall  heare, 
forfaken  Amoret  is  yet  as  deare 
of  any  ft  ranger  fire,  as  heaven  is 
from  foule  corruption,  or  the  deepe  AbyflTe 
from  light  and  happinelTe  * and  thou  mayft  know 
all  this  for  truth,  and  how  that  fatallblow 
thou  gav’ft  me,  never  from  defert  of  mine, 
fell  on  my  life,  but  from  fufped  of  thine, 
or  fury  more  then  madneffe  ; therefore, "here, 
lince  1 have  loft  my  life,  my  love,  my  deare, 
upon  this  curfed  place,  and  on  this  greene, 
that  firft  divorc’d  us,  (hortly  fhall  be  feene 
a fight  of  fo  great  pitty,  that  each  eye 
fhall  dayly  fpend  his  %ring  in  memory 
of  my  untimely  fall. 

Enter  Amarillis . 

A mariL  I am  not  blind, 
nor  is  it  through  the  working  of  my  mind, 
that  this  fhowes  Amoret ; frofake  me  all 
that  dwell  upon  the  fouie,  but  what  man  call- 
wonder,  or  more  then  wonder,  Miracle, 
for  fure  fo  ftrange  as  this  the  Oracle 
never  gave  anfwer  of*  it  paffeth  dreames,  . 
or  madmens  fancic,  when  the  many  ftrearnes 
of  new  Imaginations  rife  and  fall » 
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’tis  bat  an  houre  fi nee  thefe  Eares  heard  her  call 

For  pitie  to  young  Perigot  • whilft  he, 

directed  by  his  fury  bloodily 

lanch’t  up  her  bread,  which  bloodlefie  fell  and  cold  . 

and  if  beiiefe  may  credit  what  was  told, 

after  all  this,  the  Melancholly  Swaine 

took  her  into  his  armes  being  almoft  flaine, 

and  to  the  bottom  of  the  holy  well 

flung  her,  for  ever  with  the  waves  to  dwell. 

■’Tis  fhe,  the  very  fame,  Tis  xAmoret^ 

and  iiving  yet,  the  great  powers  will  not  let 

their  vertuons  love  be  croft,  Mayd,  wipe  away 

thofe  heavy  drops  offorrow,  and  allay 

the  ftorme  that  yet  goes  high,  which  nor  depreft, 

breakes  heart  and  life,  and  all  before  it  reft  : 

thy  Perigot Amo.  Where,  which  is  Perigot  ? 

r^Ama.  Sits  there  below,  lamenting  much,  god  wot, 
thee  and  thy  fortune,  goe  and  comfort  him, 
and  thou  (halt  find  him  underneath  a brim 
of  failing  Pines  that  edge  yon  Mountain  in. 

Amo.  I goe,  I run,  Heaven  grant  me  I may  win 
his  foule  again.  Exit  Amoret , 


Enter  Sullen, 

Sul! . Stay  tAmarillis,  ftay, 
ye  are  too  fleet,  Tis  two  houres  yet  to  day. 

I have  perform’d  my  promife,  let  us  fit 
and  warme  our  bloods  together  till  the  fit 
come  lively  on  us  . Friend  you  are  too  keen, 

the  Morning  rifeth  and  we  (hall  be  feen, 
forbeare  a little.  Sul/,  I can  ftay  no  longer. 

Ama.  Hold  Shepherd  hold,  learne  not  to  be  a wronger 
of  your  word,  was  not  your  promife  layd, 
to  break  their  loves  firft  > 

Sul.  I have  done  it  maid. 

Am*.  No,  they  are  yet  unbroken,  met  again, 
and  are  as  hard  to  part  yet  as  the  ftain 
is  from  the  fineft  lawne.  Sul.  I fay  they  are 
now  at  this  prefent  parted,  and  fo  farre, 
that  they  (hall  never  meet. 
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A war.  Swain  Tis  not  fo, 
for  doe  but  to  yon  hanging  Mountain  goe,  / 
and  there  believe  your  eyes. 

Sailer,.  You  doe  but  hold 
off  with  delayes  and  trifles . farewell  cold 
and  frozen  bafhfulnefie,  unfit  for  men ; 
thus  I falute  thee  virgin. 

Amur.  And  thus  then, 

1 bid  you  follow.  Catch  me  if  you  can.  Exit. 

Sul.  and  if  I (lay  behind  lam  no  man.  Ex. running  after  her]  . 

Enter  Peridot. 

Per.  Night  doe  not  fteale  away : I woe  thee  yet 
to  hold  a hard  hand  o're  the  Rufty  bit 
that  guides  the  lazy  team  ; goe  backe  againe, 

Bootes , thou  that  driv'ft  thy  frozen  wain 
round  as  a Ring,  and  bring  a fecondNight 
to  hide  my  forrowes  from  the  coming  light  • 
let  not  the  eyes  of  men  ftare  on  my  face, 
and  read  my  falling,  give  me  fome  blacke  place 
where  never  Sun  beame  (hot  his  wholefome  lght5 
that  I may  fit  and  pour  out  my  fad  fpright  > 
like  running  water, never  to  be  knowne 
after  the  forced  fall  and  found  is  gone. 

• < 

Enter  A more  t looking  for  Peri  got. 

zsAmo.  This  is  the  bottom  : fpeake  if  thou  be  here, 
my  EerigGt^thy  Amoret^thy  deare 
calls  on  thy  loved  Name. 

Per.  What  art  thou  dareft 
tread  thefe  forbidden  paths,  where  death  and  care 
dwell  on  the  face  of  darkenefie  ? 

Amo.  *Tis  thy  friend, 
thy  Ament,  come  hitherto  give  end 
to  thefe  confurmngs  •,  looke  up  gentle  Boy, 

I have  forgot  thofe  Paines  and  deare  annoy 
I fufferd  for  thy  fake,  and  am  content 
to  be  thy  love  again  ; why  haft  thou  rent 
thofe  curled  locks,  where  I have  often  hung 
ribands  and  damask-Rpfes,  and  have  flung 
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waters  diftil'd  to  make  theefrefh  and  gay, 

Tweeter  then  the  Nofegayes  on  a Bridall  day  ? 
why  doft  thou  crofiTe  thine  Arms, and  hang  thy  face 
downe  to  thy  bofome,  letting  fall  apace 
from  thofe  two  little  Heavens  upon  the  ground 
{bowers  of  more  price,  more  Orient,  and  more  round 
then  thofe  that  hang  upon  the  Moones  pale  brow  ? 

Ceafe  thefe  complainings,  Shepherd,  I am  now 
the  fame  I ever  was,  as  kinde  and  free, 
and  can  forgive  before  you.aske.ofme, 
indeed  1 e3n  and  will. 

Per.  So  fpoke  my  fayre. 

O you  great  working  powers  of  Earth  and  Ayre, 
water  and  forming  fire,  why  have  you  lent 
your  hidden  vercues  of  fo  ill  intent  ? 

Even  fuch  a face,  fo  faire,  lo  bright  of  hue 
had  Amcret  •.  fuch  words,  fo  frnooth  and  new, 
came  flying  from  her  tongue ; fuch  was  her  eye. 
and  fuch  the  poynted  fparkle  that  did  flye 
forth  like  a bleeding  fhaft ; all  is  the  fame, 
the  Robe  and  Buskins,  painted  hoeke,  and  frame 
of  all  her  Body.  O me*  Amoretl 

Amo.  Shepherd,  what  meanes  this  Riddle? who  hath  fet 
fo  ftrong  a difference  t’wixc  my  felfe  and  me 
that  I am  growne  another  ? looke  and  fee 
the  Ring  thou  gav'ft  me,  and  about  my  wrift 
that  curious  bracelet  thou  thy  felfe  didft  twift 
from  thofe  faire  Treffes  : knowft  thou  imorei  ? 
hath  not  fome  newer  love  forc'dtthee  forget 
thy  Ancient  faith  ? 

yer.  Still  neerer  to  my  love ; 
thefe  be  the  very  words  fhe  oft  did  prove 
upon  my  temper,  fo  fhe  (till  would  take 
wondor  into  her  face,  and  {float  make 
(Ignes  with  her  head  and  handyas  who  would  fay, 
Shepherd  remember  this  another  day. 

Amo.  Am  I not  Amcret  ? where  was  I loft? 
can  there  be  heaven,  and  time,  and  men,  and  moft 
of  thefe  unconftant?  faith  where  art  thou  fled  ? 
are  all  the  vowes  and  proteftations  dead, 
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the  hands  held  up,. the  vvifties,  and  the  heart, 
is  there  not  one  remayning,  not  a pare 
of  all  thefe  to  be  found  ? why  then  I fee 
men  never  knew  that  vertue  Conftancie. 

Per . Men  ever  were  moft  bleffed,  till  croffe  fate 
brought  love  and  women  forth, unfortunate 
to  all  that  ever  tailed  of  their  fmiles, 
whofe  a&ions  are  all  double  full  of  wiles : 
like  to  the  fubtill  Hare,that  'fore  the  Hounds 
makes  many  turnings,  leaps,  and  many  rounds, 
tins  way  and  that  way,  to  deceive  the  lent 
of  her  purfuers. 

Amr.  'Tis  but  to  prevent 
their  fpeedy  coming  on  that  feek  her  fall, 
the  hands  of cruell  men,  more  BeftialJ, 
and  of  a nature  more  refilling  good 
then  beads  themfelves,  or  fifties  of  the  flood. 

Per . Thou  art  all  thefe, and  more  then  nature  meant, 
when  (he  created  all,  fro wns,joyes.,  content ; 
extreame  fire  for  an  hour,and  prefently 
colder  then  fleepy  poyfon,  or  the  fea, 
upon  whofe  lace  fits  a continuall  froft  : 
your  a&ionseVer  driven  to  the  mod, 
then  uowne  again  as  low,  that  none  can  find 
the  rife  or  falling  of  a womans  mind. 

Amo.  Can  there  be  any  Age,  or  dayes,  or  time,, 
or  tongues  of  men,  guilty  fo  great  a crime 
as  wrongingfimplemayd?  O Peript, 
thou  that  waft  yefterday  without  a blot, 
thou  that  waft  every  good,  and  every  thing 
that  men  call  blefled  •,  thou  that  waft  the  fpring 
from  whence  our  looler  grooms  drew  all  their  beft - 
thou  that  waft  alwayes  juft,  and  always  bleft 
in  faith  and  promife  • thou  that  hadft  the  name 
of  vertuous  given  thee,  and  made  good  the  fame 
ev’n  from  thy  Cradle  • thou  that  waft  that  all 
that  men  delighted  in  • Oh  what  a fall 
is  this, to  have  been  fo,  and  now  to  be 
the  onely  beft  in  wrong  and  infamic, 
and  1 to  live  to  know  this  1 and  by  me 
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that  lov*d  thee  dearer  then  mine  Eyes,  or  that 
which  we  efteem’d  our  honour,  virgin  ftate  •, 
dearer  then  fwallowes  love  the  early  morne, 
or  dogs  of  Chace  the  found  of  mei  **y  home  ^ 
dearer  then  thou  canft  love  thy  new  love,  if  thou  ba& 
another,  and  farre  dearer  then  the  laft  • 
dearer  then  thou  canft  love  thy  felfe,  though  all 
the  feife  love  were  within  thee  that  did  fall 
with  that  coy  Swain  that  now  is  made  a flower, 
for  whole  dear  fake,  Eccbe  weeps  many  a (hower. 

And  am  I thus  rewarded  for  my  flame } 
lov'd  worthily  to  get  a wantons  name  ? 

Come  thou  forfaken  willow, winde  my  head, 
and  noyfe  it  to  the  world  my  love  is  dead  ; 

3 am  forfaken,  I am  caft  away, 
and  left  for  every  lazy  groome  to  fay, 

I was  unconftant,  light,  and  fooner  loft 
then  the  quicke  Clouds  we  fee,  or  the  chill  Froft  i 
when  the  not  funbeates  on  it.  Tell  me  yet, 
canft  thou  not  love  again  thy  Amoret  ? 

Per.  Thou  art  not  worthy  of  that  bleffed  name* 

1 muft  not  know  thee,  fling  thy  wanton  flame 
»pon  fome  lighter  blood,  that  may  be  hot 
with  words  and  fained  paflions : Per igot 
was  ever  yet  unftairfd,  and  (hall  not  now 
ftoope  to  the  meltings  of  a borrowed  brow, 

Amo.  Then  heare  me  heaven,  to  whom  I call  for  right, 
and  you  fairtwincklingftarres  that  crowne  the  night  ^ 
and  hear  me  woods,  and  filence  of  this  place, 
and  ye  fad  hours  that  move  a fallen  pace ; 
hear  me  ye  lhadowes  that  delight  to  dwell 
In  horrid  darknelfe,  and  ye  powers  of  Hell, 
wbilft  I breath  out  my  laft  ♦,  I am  that  mayd, 
that  yet  untainted  Amoret , that  played 
the  carelefTe  prodigall,  and  gave  away 
my  foule  to  this  young  man,  that  now  dares  fay 
I am  a ftranger,  not  the  lame,  more  wild ; 
and  thus  with  much  beliefe  I was  beguiid. 

I am  that  mayd,  that  have  delayd,  deny’d, 
am}  almoft  fcorn’d  the  loves  of  ail  thattryM  | 
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to  winne  me, but  this  Twain,  and  yet  confeflfe 
I have  been  wooed  by  many  with  no  letfe 
foule  of  affe&ion,  and  have  often  had 
Rings,Belcs,and  Cracknelsfe  nt  me  from  the  lad 
chat  feeds  his  flocks  downe  weftward  • Larabes  and  Dov^ 
by  young  Alexis • Daphnis  lent  me  gloves, 
all  which  I give  to  thee : nor  thefe,  nor  they 
that  Tent  them  did  I fmileon,  or  ere  lay 
up  to  my  after-memory.  But  why 
doe  I refolve  to  grieve,  and  not  to  dye  > 

Happy  had  been  the  ftroke  thou  gav’ft,  if  home  ♦ i 
by  this  time  had  I found  a quiet  roome 
where  every  (lave  is  free,  and  every  bred 
that  living  breeds  new  care,  now  lies  at  reft, 
and  thither  will  poore  Amont . 

Per . Thoumuft 

Was  ever  any  man  fo  loath  to  truft 
his  eyes  as  I ? or  was  there  ever  yet 
any  To  like  as  this  to  Amoret  } 
for  whofe  dear  fake  I promife  if  there  be 
a living  foul  within  thee,  thus  to  free 
thy  body  from  it.  He  hurts  her  again* 

A 7ko,  So,  this  worke  hath  end  : 
farewell  and  live  be  conftant  to  thy  friend 
that  loves  thee  next. 

Enter  Satyre,  Perigot  runnes  ofp. 

Satyr . See  the  day  begins  to  break, 
and  the  light  (hoots  like  a ftreak 
of  fubtili  lire , the  wind  blowes  cold,  . y 

whilft  the  morning  doth  unfold  ♦, 
now  the  Brids  begin  to  roufe, 
and  the  Squirrill  from  the  boughes 
leaps  to  get  him  Nutts  and  fruit ; 
the  early  Larke  that  earft  was  mute, 
carrolls  to  the  riling  day, 
many  a note  and  many  a lay  : 
therefore  here  I end  my  watch, 
left  the  wandring  fwaine  (hould  catch 
harme,  or  lofe  himfeifc  Amo.  Ah  me ! 

H 2 Satyr 
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Satyr.  Speake  againe  what  ere  thou  be, 

I am  ready,  fpeak  1 fa  y : 
by  the  dawning  of  che  day, 
by  the  power  ofNight  and  Pan^ 

I inforce  thee  fpeak  againe. 

tAno.  O I am  moft  unhappie. 

Satyr . Yet  more  blood  ! 

Sure  thcfe  wanton  Svvaynes  are  wood; 

Can  there  be  a hand  or  heart, 
dare  commit  fo  vile  a part 
as  this  Murder  ? By  the  Moone 
that  hid  her  felfe  when  this  was  done, 
never  was  a Tweeter  face  : . 

I will  beare  her  to  the  place 

where  my  Goddeffe  keepes  • and  crave 

her  to  give  her  life,  or  grave.  Exeunt . 

Enter  Clorin. 

Cicr-  Here  whilft  one  patient  takes  his  reft  fecure 
I fteal  abroad  to  doe  another  Cure. 

Pardon  thou  buryed  body  of  my  love, 
that  from  thy  fide  I dare  fo  foone  remove. 

I will  not  prove  unconftant,  nor  will  leave 
thee  for  an  hour  alone.  When  I deceive 
my  firft  made  vow,  the  wiideft  of  the  wood 
teare  me.  and  oYe  thy  Grave  let  out  my  blood  - 
I goe  by  wit  to  Cure  a lovers  paine 
which  no  herb  can ; being  done.  He  come  again. 

Enter  Thenot 

The.  Poore  Shepherd  in  this  fhade  for  ever  lye, 
•and  feeing  thy  fayre  C lor  ins  Cabin,  dye : 

O hapleffe  love,  which  being  anlwered,  ends  ^ 
and  as  a little  infant  cryesand  bends 
his  tender  Brows,  when  rowling  of  his  eye  - 
he  hath  efpy**d  fome  thing  that  glifters  nigh 
which  he  would  have,  yet  give  it  him,  away 
he  throwes  it  ftraight,  and  cryes  afrefh  to  play 
with  fome  thing  elfe : fucb  my  affedion,  fet 
cn  chat  which  I fhould  loath  ^ if  I could  get. 
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Enter  C lor  in. 

ft  or.  See  where  he  lyes ; did  ever  man  but  he 
love  any  woman  for  her  Conftancie 
to  her  dead  lover,  which  fhe  needs  muft  end 
before  (he  can  allow  him  for  her  friend, 
and  he  himfelfe  muft  needs  the  caufe  deftroy, 
for  which  he  loves,  before  he  can  enjoy? 

Poore  Shepherd , Heaven  grant  I at  once  may  free 
thee  from  thy  pain,  and  keep  ray  loyaltie : 

Shepherd, looke  up. 

The . Thy  brightneffe  doth  amaze  1 
fo  Phoebus  may  at  noon  bid  mortalls  gaze, 
thy  glorious  conftancie  appears  fo  bright, 

1 dare  not  meet  the  Beames  with  my  weak  fight. 

Clor.  Why  doft  thou  pine  away  thy  felfefor  me  ? 

The.  Why  doft  thou  keep  fuch  fpotleffe  conftancy  ? 

Clor.  Thou  holy  Shepherd  fee.  what  for  thy  fake 
clor  in,  thy  Clor  in,  now  dare  undertake.  He  (l  arts  up0 

The.  Stay  there,  thou  conftant  Clor  in,  if  there' be 
yet  any  part  of  woman  left  in  thee, 
to  make  thee  light ; think  yet  before  thou  fpeafe. 

Clor.  See  what  a holy  vow  for  thee  I break. 

I that  already  have  my  fame  farre  fpread 
for  being  conftant  to  my  lover  dead. 

The.  Think  yet,  dear  Clor  in,  of  your  love,  how  true 
if  you  had  dyed,  he  would  have  been  to.  you. 

Clor.  Yet  all  lie  lofe  for  thee. 

The.  Think  but  how  bleft 
a conftant  woman  is  above  the  reft. 

CUr.  And  offer  up  my  felfe,  here  on  this  ground,  l 
to  be  difpos'd  by  thee. 

T he.  Why  doft  thou  wound 
his  heart  with  Malice,  againft  woman  more, 
that  hated  all  the  Sex,  but  thee  before  ? 

How  much  morepleafant  had  it  been  to  me 
to  dye,  then  to  behold  this  change  in  thee? 
yet,  yet,  return,  let  not  the  woman  fway. 

Clor.  Infult  not  on  her  now,  nor  ufe  delay3 
who  for  thy  fake  hath  ventur'd  allhq;fame0 . . 


54  The  faith  full  Shepbcrdefs. 

Then.  Thou  haft  not  ventur’d,  but  bought  certain  frame, 
your  Sexes  curie,  foule  falfhood  muft  and  ihall, 

J fee,  once  in  your  lives,  light  on  you  all. 

I hate  thee  novv : yet  turn. 

CUr . Be  juft  to  me: 

(hall  I at  once  both  lofe  my  fame  and  thee? 

T he.  Thou  hadft  no  fame,  that  which  thou  drdft  like  goo^ 
was  but  thy  appetite  that  fwayd  thy  blood 
for  that  rime  to  the  beft : for  as  a bhft 
that  through  a houfe  comes,  ufually  doth  caft 
things  out  of  order,  yet  by  chance  may  come, 
and  blow  fome  one  thing  to  his  proper  roomc ; 
fo  did  thy  appetite,  and  not  thy  zeale, 
fway  thee  by  chance  to  doe  fome  one  thing  well. 

Yet  turn. 

Clor.  Thou  doft  but  trie  me  if  I would 
forlake  thy  deare  imbraces,  for  my  old 
love’s,  though  he  were  alive  : but  do  not  fear. 

Then.  I doe  contemne  thee  now,  and  dare  come  necrc, 
and  gaze  upon  thee  ; for  me  thinks  that  grace, 
aufteritie,  which  fate  upon  that  face 
is  gone,  and  thou  like  others : falfe  mayd  fee, 
this  is  the  gain  of  foule  inconftancie.  Exit 

Clor . Tis  done,  great  Pan  I give  thee  thanks  for  k, 
what  art  could  not  have  heal’d,  is  cur’d  by  wit. 

Enter  Thenot  aguin. 

Then.  Will  ye  be  conftant  yet } will  ye  remove 
into  the  Cabin  to  your  buried  Love  ? 

Clor . No  let  me  die,  but  by  thy  fide  remain. 

The.  There’s  none  (hall  know  that  thou  didft  ever  ftain 
thy  worthy  ftri&neflfe,  but  frail  honour’d  be, 
and  I will  lye  again  under  this  tree, 
and  pine  and  dye  for  thee  with  more  delight, 
than  I have  forrow  now  to  know  the  light. 

Clo.  Let  me  have  thee,  and  He  be  where  thou  wilt. 

The.  Thou  art  of  womens  race,  and  full  of  guilt. 

Farewell  all  hope  of  thatSex,whilftI  thought 
there  was  one  good,  T fear'd  to  find  one  nought  - 
but  fince  their  minds  I all  alike  efpie, 


hence- 
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henceforth  lie  chufe  as  others,  by  mine  eye, 

Clor.  Bleft  be  ye  powers  that  give  fuch  quicke  redreffe, 
and  for  my  labours  fent  fo  good  fuccefle. 

I rather  chufe,  though  I a woman  be, 
hee  (houid  fpcake  ill  of  all,  than  die  for  me. 


A&us  quintus,  Scena  prima 


Enter  Priefl , and  old  Shepherd 
Priefi.  Shepherds,  rife  and  fhake  off  fleep, 
fee  the  blufhing  Morne  doth  peep 
through  the  windowe,  whilft  the  Sun 
to  the  mountain  tops  is  runne, 
gilding  all  the  Vales  below 
with  his  rifing  flames,  which  grow 
greater  by  his  diming  ftill. 

Up  ye  lazie  groomes,  and  fill 
Bagg  and  Bottle  for  the  field  • 
elal'p  your  cloakes  faft,  left  they  yeeid 
to  the  bitter  Northeaft  wind. 

Call  the  Maydens  up,  and  find 
who  lay  longeft,  that  fhe  may 
goe  without  a friend  all  day  • 
then  reward  your  dogs,  and  pray 
Pan  to  keep  you  from  decay  ; 
fo  unfold  and  then  away. 

What  not  a Sqepherd  ftirring?  fure  the  groomes  s 
have  found  their  beds  too  eane,or  the  roomes 
fill'd  with  fuch  new  delight,  and  heat,  that  they 
have  both  forgot  their  hungry  fheep,  and  day * 
knock,  that  they  may  remember  what  a fhame 
floath  and  negled  layes  on  a Shepherds  name. 

Old  Shep . It  is  to  little  purpofe,  not  a Twain 
this  night  hath  knowne  his  lodging  here,  or  lain 
within  thefe  cotes ; the  woods,  or  fome  neere  towne^ 
that  is  a neighbour  to  the  bordering  Down, 
hath  drawne  them  thither,  ’bout  fome  luftie  fport, 

©rlpiced  W aflel«Boule2  to  which  retort 

alLvl 


7 he  faithful!  Shtpherdefs* 

all  the  young  men  and  mayds  of  many  a cote, 
whilft  the  trim  Minftrell  ftrikes  his  merry  note. 

Brief}.  God  pardon  finnc,  (how  me  the  way  that  leads 
to  any  of  their  haunts. 

Old.  This  to  the  meads, 
and  that  down  to  the  woods. 

Prief}.  Then  this  for  me  • 

come  Shepherd  let  me  crave  your  company.  Sxennp 

Enter  Clorin  in  her  Cabin , Alexis  with  herr 

Clor . Now  your  thoughts  are  almoft  pure,, 
and  your  wound  begins  to  cure  :• 
drive  to  banifh  all  thats  vain, 
left  it  fhould  break  out  again. 

Ale x.  Eternall  thanks  to  thee,  thou  holy  mayd  .* 

I find  my  former  wandring  thoughts  well  dayd 
through  thy  wife  precepts, and  my  outward  pain; 
by  thy  choice  herbs  is  almoft  gone  again : 
thy  fexes  vice  and  vertue  are  reveal'd 
at  once,  for  what  one  hurc  another  heal’ A, 

Clor.  May  thy  griefe  more  appeafe, 
relapfes  are  the  word  difeafe. 

Take  heed  how  you  in  thought  offend, 
fo  mind  and  body  both  will  mend. 

Enter Satyre  with  Amoret. 

Ante.  Beeft  thou  the  wildeft  creature  of  the  wood, 
that  beirftme  thus  away,, drown'd  in  my  blood, 
and  dying,  know  ] cannot  in  jur'd  be, 

I am  a mayd,  let  that  name  fight  for  me. 

Satyr.  Faired  virgin  doe  not  fear 
me,  that  doth  thy  body  bear, 
not  to  hurt,  but  heal'd  to  be  * 
men  are  ruder  farre  then  we.  y 
See  favcGoddeffe  in  the  wood, 
they  have  let  out  yet  more  blood. 

Some  favage  man  hath  (truck  her  breft 
fo  foft  and  white,  that  no  wilde  bead 
durft  a toucht  afleep,  or  wake : 


So 
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fo  fweet,  that  Adder,  Nervte , or  S nafy, 
would  have  laine  from  arme,to  armc,  , . , 

on  her  bofome  to  be  warmc 
all  a night,  and  being  hot, 
gone  away  and  ftung  her  not. 

Quickly  clap  herbs  to  her  breft  l 
a man  lure  is  a kind  of  beaft. 

Clor.  With  fpodefTe  hand,  on  fpotlefTe  breft 
I put  thefe  herbs  to  give  thee  reft  : 
which  till  it  heal  thee,  will  abide, 
if  both  be  pure,  if  not,  off  Hide. 

See  i t falls  off  from  the  wound* 

Shepherdeffe  thou  art  not  found9 
full  of  luft. 

Satyr.  Who  would  have  thought  it, 
fo  fair  a face  ! 

Clor.  Why  that  hath  brought  it. 

Amo.  For  ought  I know  or  think,  thefe  words,  my  lafh 
yet  Van  fo  help  me  as  my  thoughts  are  chaft. 

Clor.  And  fo  may  Van  bleffe  this  my  cure, 
as  all  my  thoughts  are  juft  and  pure  ^ 
fome  uncleanneffe  nigh  doth  lurke, 
that  will  not  let  my  medcines  worke, 

Satjre  fearch  if  thou  canft  find  it. 

Satyr,  Here  away  me  thinks  I wind  it, 
ftronger  yet : Oh  here  they  be, 
here,  here,  in  a hollow  tree, 
two  fond  mortals  have  I found. 

Clor.  Bring  them  out,  they  are  unfound. 

Enter  Cloe,  and  Daphnis. 

Satyr.  By  the  fingers  thus  I wring  ye, 
to  my  Godd'Jfe  thus  I bring  ye- 
flrife  i$  vain?  come  gently  in, 

I fented  them,  they're  full  of  finne. 

Clor . Hold  Satjre,  take  this  Glaffe, 
fprinkle  over  all  the  place, 
purg:  the  Ayre  from  luftfull  breath, 
to  five  this  Shepherdeffe  from  death, 
and  ftand  you  ftill  whilft  I doe  dreffe 
her  wound,  for  fear  the  pain  increafe, 

I JSjttyr. 
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Satyr.  From  this  glaffe  I throw  a drop 
#f  Chriftall  water  on  the  top 
of  every  graffe,  on  flowers  a pair : 
fend  a fume  and  keep  the  ayre 
pure,  and  whoifom,  fweet  and  bleft, 
till  this  Virgins  wound  be  dreft. 

Clor . Saty  re , help  to  bring  her  in. 

Satyr.  By  7 'an,  I think  fhe  hath  no  fin, 
fhe  is  fo  light : lye  on  thefe  leaves. 

Sleep  that  mortall  fenfe  deceives, 
crowne  thine  eyes,  and  eafe  thy  pain, 
mayeft  thou  foone  be  well  again 

Clor . Satyre7  bring  the  fhepherd  neere, 
trie  him  if  his  mind  be  cleare. 

Saty.  Shepherd  come. 

Dafh.  My  thoughts  are  pure. 

Saty.  The  better  triall  to  endure. 

C/o~.  In  this  flame  his  finger  thruft5  . 
which  will  burne  him  if  he  luft  • 

J>ut  if  not,  away  will  turn, 
as  loath  unfpotted  flefh  to  burn, 

See  it  gives  back,  let  him  goe 
Farewell  mortall , keep  thee  fo. 

Saty . Stay  fair  Nymph,  flye  not  fo  faft, 
we  muft  trie  if  you  be  chafte 
here's  a hand  that  quakes  for  fear, 
fure  fhe  will  not  prove  fo  clear. 

Clor.  Hold  her  finger  to  the  flame, 
that  will  yeeld  her  praife  or  fhame. 

Sat . To  her  doome  fhe  dares  not  ftand2 
but  pluckes  away  her  tender  hand, 
and  the  Taper  darting  fends 
his  hot  beames  at  her  fingers  ends. 

O thou  art  foule  within,  and  haft 
a mind,  if  nothing  elfe,  unchafte. 

Ahx.  Is  not  that  Clot}  *tis  iny  love,  Tis  fhe  : 

Cl  e^  fair  clot. 

Clot.  My  Alexis . Alex . Hee. 

Clce.  Let  me  imbrace  thee,  Clor . Tahe  her  hence, 

teft  her  fight  difturbe  his  fenfeu 

Alex.  Tak 
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Take  not  her,  take  my  life  firft. 

Clor.  See  his  wound  again  is  burft : 
keep  her  neere,  here  in  the  wood, 
till  I have  ftopt  thefe  ftreames  of  blood. 

Soone  again  he  cafe  fnall  find, 
if  I can  but  ftillhis  mind  : 
this  curtain  thus  I doe  difplav, 
to  keep  the  piercing  ay  re  away  : 

Enter  Old  Shepherd,  and  Pried. 

Pr  it  ft.  Sure  they  are  loft  for  ever  • ’tis  in  vain 
to  find  them  out  with  trcubleand  much  pain, 
that  have  a ripe  delire,  and  forward  will 
to  flye  tlie  company  of  all  but  ill. 

What  (hall  be  counfail’ d now,  fhall  we  retire, 
or  conftant  follow  ftill  that  firft  defire 
we  had  to  find  them? 

Old . Stay  a little  while  ^ 
for,  if  the  Mornings  mift  doe  not  beguile 
my  fight  with  ftiadowes,  fure  I fee  a fwain  1 
one  of  this  jolly  troop’s  come  back  again. 

Enter . Thenot. 

Pri.  Doft  thou  not  blufti  young  fhepherd  to  beknowne, 
thus  without  care,  leaving  thy  flocks  alone, 
and  following  what  defire  and  prefent  blood 
fhapesout  before  thy  burning  fenfe,  for  good, 
having  forgot  what  tongue  hereafter  may 
tell. to  the  world  thy  falling  off,  and  fay 
thou  art  regardleffe  both  of  good  and  (hame, 
fpurning  at  vertue,  and  a vertuous  name, 
and  like  a glorious  defperate  man  that  buyes 
a poyfon  of  much  price,  by  which  he  dyes, 
doft  thou  lay  out  for  luft,  whofeonely  gain 
is  foule  difeare,  with  prefent  age  and  pain, 
and  then  a Grave  ? Thefe  be  the  fruits  that  grow 
in  fuch  hot  veines  that  onely  beat  to  know 
where  they  may  take  mQft  eafe,and  grow  ambitious 
through  their  owne  wanton  fire,and  pride  delicious. 

The.  Right  holy  fir,  I have  not  knowne  this  night, 

I 2 what 
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what  the  fmooth  face  of  Mirth  was,  or  the  fight 
of  any  loofenefife ; muficke,  joy  and  eafe 
have  been  to  me  as  bitter  drugs  to  pieafe 
a ftormcke  loft  with  weaknene,  not  a game 
that  I am  skild  at  throughly  : nor  a Dame, 
went  her  tongue  fmoother  then  the  feet  of  Time, 
her  beauty  ever  living  like  the  Rime 
our  bleffed  T ytims  didfing  of  yore, 
no,  were  (he  more  entiling  then  the  do  re 
of  fruitful!  Summer,  when  the  ioaden  tree 
bids  the  faint  Traveller  be  bold  and  free, 
thvere  but  to  me  like  thunder  ’gainft  the  bay, 
whole  lightning  may  indole,  but  never  ftay 
upon  his  charmed  branches  * fuch  am  I 
againft  the  catching  flames  of  womans  eye. 

Priejt.  Then  wherefore  haft  thou  wandred  ? 

The.  TVasavow 

tjiat  drew  me  out  laft  night,  which  I have  now 
ftridly  perform'd,  and  homewards  goe  to  give 
freih  pafture  to  my  (heepe,  that  they  may  live. 

Tri.  aTis  good  to  hear  ye  Shepherd,  if  the  heart 
in  this  well  founding  Muficke  bear  his  part, 

Where  have  you  left  the  reft  > 

The.  I have  not  feene, 
fince  yeftemight  wee  met  upon  this  greene 
to  fould  our  flocks  up  any  of  that  train  ; 
yet  have  I walkt  thole  woods  round,  and  have  lain 
all  this  fame  night  under  an  aged  tree, 
yet  neither  wandring  Shepherd  did  I fee, 
or  ShepheA*deffe,  or  drew  into  mine  care 
the  found  of  living  thing.  unleiTe  it  were 
the  Nightingale  among  the  thicke  leav’d  fpring 
that  fits  alone  in  forrow,  and  doth  fing 
whole  nights  away  in  mourning,  or  the  Owlefr 
or  our  great  Enemy  that  ftil!  doth  howle 
againft  the  Moones  cold  beames. 

P/iefl.  Goe  and  beware 
of  after  falling. 

The.  Father  9ci$  my  care.  Exit  Tkmte 
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Enter  Daphnis . 

Old.  Here  comes  another  ftragler,  Cure  I fee 
a fhame  in  this  young  Ihepherd.  Daphnis ! 

Daph^  Hee. 

Prie.  Where  haft  thou  left  the  reft,  that  Ihould  have  b: 
long  before  this,  grazing  upon  the  greene 
their  yet  imprifon'd  fiocks  ? 

Daph.  Thou  holy  man, 
give  me  a little  breathing  till  I can 
be  able  to  unfold  what  I have  feene  •, 
fuch  horrour,  that  the  like  hath  never  beene 
knowne  to  the  eare  of  fhepherd  : oh  my  heart 
labours  a double  motion  to  impart 
fo  heavie  ty dings  l You  all  know  the  Bower 
where  the  chafte  Clorin  lives,  by  whofe  great  power 
ficke  men  and  cattell  have  beene  often  cur'd, 
there  lovely  Ajvoret  that  was  allur'd 
to  lufty  Perigot , bleeds  out  her  life, 
forc'd  by  fome  Iron  hand  and  fatal!  knife  * 
and  by  her  young  Alexis / 

Enter  AmarHlis  running  from  her  Sullen  Shepherd, 

Am  aril.  If  there  be 

ever  a Neighbour-brooke  or  hollow  tree 
receive  my  body,  clofe  me  up  from  luft 
that  followes  at  my  heeles  • be  ever  juft, 
thou  god  of  fiiepberds,  Van,  for  her  dear  fake 
that  loves  the  Rivers  brinks,  and  ftill  doth  fhake 
In  cold  remembrance  of  thy  quicke  purfuit : 
let  me  be  made  a reede,  and  ever  mute, 
nod  to  the  waters  fall,  whilft  every  blaft 
lings  through  my  flender  leaves  that  I was  chaft. 

Prieft.  This  is  a night  of  wonder,  Amarill 
be  comforted,  the  holy  gods  are  ftill 
revengers  of  thefe  wrongs. 

Am* til.  Thou  blelfed  man, 
honour'd  upon  thefe  plaines,  and  lov'd  ofPan^ 

Iteare  me,  and  fave  from  endlelfe  infamie 
my  yet  unblafted  flower,  Virginitie  : 

By  all  the  Garlands  that  have  crown’d  that  head. 
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by  thy  chaft  office,  and  t;he  marriage  bed 
r.hat  ftill  is  bleft  by  thee,  by  all  the  rights 
due  to  our  God,  and  by  thofe  virgin  lights 
that  burne  before  his  Altar,  let  me  not 
fall  from  my  former  ft  ate  to  g »in  the  blot 
tbit  never  fhall  be  purged  i am  not  now 
that  wanton  Amanlhs : here  I vow 
to  heaven,  and  thee  grave  father,  if  I may 
fcape  this  unhappy  night,  to  know  the  day, 
to  live  a virgin,  never  to  endure 
the  tongues,  or  company  of  men  impure, 
i heare  him  come,  lave  me. 

Priefi . Retire  a while 

behind  this  bulb,  till  we  have  knowne  that  vile 
abufer  of ) oung  Maydens. 

* Enur  Sullen. 

Sul.  Stay  thy  pace, 
moft  loved  Awurilli  ^tx.  the  chafe 
grow  calirie  and  milder,  ftye  me  not  fo  faft, 
j fear  the  pointed  Brambles  have  unlac'd 
thy  golden  Buskins  • turn  again  and  fee 
thy  Shepherd  follow,  that  is  ftrong  and  free, 
able  to  give  thee  all  content  and  eafe. 

I am  not  bafhfull,  virgin,  I can  pleafe 
at  hrft  encounter,  hug  thee  in  mine  < r.n, 
and  give  thee  many  kiffes,  fofc  and  warme 
as  thofe  the  Sunne  Prints  on  the  finding  cheeke 
of  Plums  or  mellow  Peaches I am  fleek 
and fmooth as  Neptune , when  ftern  So' us 
locks  up  his  furly  windes,  and  nimbly  thus 
can  fnew  my  Adive  youth  • why  doft  thou  fiye 
remember  Amarillis , it  was  i 
that  kild  Alexis  for.thy.fake,  and  fee 
aneverlaftinghate  t'wixt  Amoret 
and  her  beloved  Perigot ; t’was  I 
that  drown’d  her  in  the  well,  where  (he  muft  lye 
till  time  fhall  leave  to  be ; then  turn  again, 
turn  with  thy  open  armes,  and  clip  the  fwain 
that  hath  perform'd  all  this,  turn,  turn  I fay  : 

I muft  not  be  deluded. 
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Prieft . Monderday, 
thou  that  art  like  a canker  to  the  date 
thou  liv'd  and  breath'd  in , eating  with  debate 
through  every  honed  bofome,  forcing  dill 
the  veines  of  any  that  may  ferve  thy  will,  * 
thou  that  had  offend  with  a dnfull  hand 
to  feizeupon  this  virgin  that  doth  dand 
yet  trembling  here. 

SulL  Good  holinefle  declare, 
what  had  the  danger  beene,  if  being  bare 
I had  imbrac’d  her,  tell  me  by  your  Art, 
what  coming  wonders  would  that  flght  impart  ? 

Prieft.  Lud,  and  a branded  foule. 

SulL  Yet  tell  me  more, 

Hath  not  our  Mother  Nature  for  her  dore  ♦ 
and  great  increafe,  laid  it  is  good  and  jud, 
and  wills  that  every  .living  creature  mud 
beget  his  like  ? 

P >ie ft.  Ye  are  better  read  then  I, 

I mud  confede  ,in  blood  and  Lechery. 

Now  to  the  Bower,  and  bring  this  bead  along, 
where  he  may  1 offer  Pennance  for  his  wrong. 

Brter  Peri got  vt ith  his  hand  bleed* . 

Pir.  Here  will  1 wafh  it  in  this  mornings  dew, 
which  (he  on  every  little  grade  doth  drew 
in  diver  drops  againd  the  Sunnes  appeare : 

'cis  holy  water,  and  will  make  me  clear. 

My  hand  will  not  be  cleans’d.  My  wronged  love, 
it  thy  chad  fpirit  in  the  Ayre  yet  move, 
looke  mildly  downe  on  him  that  yet  doth  dand 
all  full  of  guilt,  thy  blood  upon  his  hand  , 
and  though  1 drucke  thee  undefervedlv, 
let  my  revenge  on  her  that  injur’d  thee 
make  lede  a fault  which  I intended  not  , 
and  let  thefe  dew  drops  wafh  away  my  fpot. 

Ic  will  not  cleanfe.  O to  what  lacred  flood 
fliall  I refort  to  wafh  away  this  blood  > 

Amidft  thefe  Trees  the  holy  Clorin  dwels 
ina  low  Cabin  of  cut  boughs,  and  heales 


Exit. 
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all  wounds  ■ to  her  I will  my  felfc  addreffe, 
and  my  ra(h  faults  repentantly  confeffe  * 

Parhaps  (hee’ll  find  a meanes  by  Art  or  Prayer, 
t0  make  my  hand  with  chafte  blood  flamed,  fair 
that  done,  not  far  hence  underneath  fome  tree, 
lie  have  a’little Gabbin built,  lince  fhee 
whom  1 ador’d  is  dead,  there  will!  give 
my  felfe  to  ftri&neffe,  and  like  clortn  live. 

Th  Curtain  is  draw,  C\otin  appeares  fining  in 

a moret  fitting,  cn  the  me  fide  of  her , Alexis  Cloe 

i»  the  other,  the  Satyre  ftandmg hj. 

C hr.  Shepherd,  once  mors  your  blood  is  ftayd, 
take  example  by  this  Mayd, 
who  is  heal’d  ere  you  be  pure, 
fo  hard  it  is  lewd  Luft  to  cure. 

Take  heed  then  how  you  turn  your  eye 
on  each  other  luftmlly • 
and  Sbepherdefie  taxe  heed  left  you 
move  his  willing  eye  thereto  v 

let  no  wring,  nor  pinch  nor  tmile 

of  yours  his  weaker  feme  beguile. 

Is  your  love  yet  true  and  chaft, 

and  for  ever  to  to  laft  ? . . r 

IaIcx  I have  forgot  all  vain  defires, 
all  loofer  thoughts,' ill  tempred fires. 

True  love  I find  a pieafant  Hi  me, 

and  for  ever  keep?  j ou  fuch. 

Enter  Pengot. 

Per  Yon  is  her  cabin,  thus  farre  off  lie  ftand, 

and  call  her  forth  : for  my  unhallowed  hand 

I dare  not  bring  fo  neereyon  facred  place. 

CUru  come  forth,  and  doe  a timely  gr 


C Ion*  coiuc 

C°  Xwhat  art  thou  that  doft  call  ? 
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Cion*  is  read;  to  doe  good  to  all : 
comeneeie 
peri.  1 dare  not. 

Cl  or.  Satyr  e,  fee 
who  it  is  that  calls  on  me. 

S atv.  1 here  at  hand  fome  Swaine  doth  dani9 
dretching  out  a bloudie  h^nd. 

'Ten.  Come  C/am, bring  thy  holy  waters  clear, 
to  wafh  my  hand. 

Clor.  What  wonders  have  been  here 
to  night  ! dretch  forth  thy  hand  young  fwain, 
wadi  and  rubbe it  whiltt  1 rain 
holy  water, 

t ri.  Sul/  yoci  powre, 
but  my  hand  will  hever  l'cowre. 

Cl  r.  Satyr,  bring  him  to  the  Bower, 
we  will  trie  the  foverrtigne  power 
of  ocher  waters. 

Satr . Mortal  I,  fure 
*tis  the  blood  of  Maydcn  pure 
that  daincs  thee  fo. 

The  Satyr  leadih  him  to  rle  B ft ert  where  he  fpieth  Amoret, 
a*>d  kreelivg  dorvnt  ft  kjioneih  h:,r/t. 

<Tri  Whate’rethoube, 
beed  thou  her  ipripht,  or  fome  divinirie, 
that  in  her  fliape  thinkes  good  to  walke  this  grove, 
pardon  poore  Perig»t. 

tsimor.  I am  thy  love, 
thy  dm  ret,  for  evermore  thy  love  : 
drike  once  more  on  my  naked  bred,  He  prove 
as  condant  ftill.  O couldft  thou  love  me  yet , 
how  foonefhoiild  I my  former  griefes  forget ! 

Peri? So  over-great  with  joy  that  you  live,  now 
I am,  that  no  delire  of  knowing  how 
doth  feize  me ; had  thou  dill  power  to  forgive  ? 

dm  . Wbdd  thou  had  power  to  love,  or  1 to  live  • 
more  welcome  now  then  hadd  chou  never  gone 
ad  ray  from  me. 

?e,it  And  when  thou  loy’d  alone 
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and  not  I,  death,  or  fome  lingring  pain 
that's  worfe,  light  on  me. 

Clor,  Now  your  ftain 
this  perhaps  will  cleanfe  again  • 
lee  the  blood  that  earft  did  ftay, 
with  the  water  drops  awa  y. 

All  the  Powers  again  are  pleas’d,  • - 
and  with  this  new  knot  are  appeas’d. 

Joyne  your  hands,  and  rife  together. 

Pan  be  bleft  that  brought  you  hither. 

Enter  Prieft,  and  Old  Shepherd. 

Cl( v:vi,  Goe  backe  again  what  ere  thou  art,  unleffe 
fmooth  Mayden  thoughts  poffeffe  thee  doe  not  preffe 
this  hallowed  ground.  Goe  S«tyre,  take  his  hand5 
and  give  him  prelent  triall.. 

Satyr,  Mortal!  (land, 
till  by  fire  I have  made  known© 
whether  thou  be  fuch  a one, 
that  mayft  freely  tread  this  place. 

Hold  thy  hand  up ; never  was 
more  untainted  flefh  than  this. 

JFaireft,  he  is  full  of  blifle 

Clor.  T hen  boldly  fpeak,  why  doft  thou  feeke  this-  place  A 

Prieft,  Firft , honour’d  Virgin,  to  behold  thy  face 
where  all  good  dwells  that  is : Next  for  to  try 
-the  truth  of  late  report  was  given  to  me  : 
thofe  Shepherds  that  have  met  with  foule  mifchance, 
through  much  negled,  and  more  ill  governance, 
whether  the  wounds  they  have  may  yet  endure 
the  open  ayre,  or  ftay  a longer  cure. 

And  laftly,  what  the  doome  may  be  (hall  light 

upon  thofe  guilty  wretches,  through  whofe  fpight  * 

all  this  confulion  fell  : For  to  this  place, 

thou  holy  Mayden,  have  I brought  the  race 

ofthefe  offenders,  who  have  freely  told, 

both  why,  and  by  what  meanes  they  gave  this  bold 

attempt  upon  their  lives. 

Cltvift.  Fume  all  the  ground, 

^mdfprinkSeiioly  wate^  for  unfcund 

and 
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and  foule  infe&ion  gins  to  fill  the  Ayr ; 
it  gathers  yet  more  ftrongly  ^ take  a pair 
of  Cenfors  fild  with  Frankinfence  and  Mirrh, 
together  with  cold  Camphyre : quickly  ftirre 
thee,  gentle  Sntyre,  for  the  place  begins 
to  fweat  and  labour  with  the  abhorred  fins 
of  thofe  offenders ; let  them  not  come  nigh, 
for  full  of  itching  flame  and  ieprofie 
their  very  foules  arc,  that  the  ground  goes  backe# 
and  fhrinks  to  fecle  the  fallen  weight  of  bkek 
and  fo  unhear  d-of  venome ; hye  thee  fail 
thou  holy  man,  and  banifh  from  the  chaff 
thefe  manlike  monffers,  let  them  never  more 
be  knowneupon  thefe  downes,  but  long  before 
the  next  Sunnes  riling,  put  them  from  the  fight 
and  memory  of  every  honeft  wight. 

Be  quicke  in  expedition,  left  the  fores 

of  thefe  weake  patients  break  into  new  gores  Ex  Pruft . 

Per.  My  dear,  dear  Amoret , how  happy  are 
thofe  bleffed  paires,  in  whom  a little  jarre 
hath  bred  an  everlafting  love,  too  ftrong 
for  time,  or  fteele,  or  envy  to  doe  wrong  ? 

How  doe  you  feele  your  hurts  ? Abide  poore  heart, 
how  much  I was  abus'd  • give  me  the  fmart 
for  it  is  juftly  mine 
<*Amo.  I doe  believe. 

It  is  enough  deare  friend,  leave  off  to  grieve, 
and  let  us  once  more  in  defpight  of  ill 
give  hands  and  hearts  again. 

Per,  With  better  will 
then  eVe  I went- to  find  in  hotteft  day 
eooleChriftall  of  the  founrain,to  allay 
my  eager  thirft  : may  this  band  never  break. 

- Hear  us  O heaven. 
ytmo.  Beconftant. 

Per.  Elfe  Pan  wreak, 
with  double  vengeance,  my  difloyalty  * 
let  me  not  dare  to  know  the  company 
of  men,  or  any  more  behold  thofe  eyes. 

Amo.  Thus  Shepherd  with  a kifle  all  envy  dye7, 

Kz 
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Enter  Prieft. 

Prie.  Bright  Mayd,  I have  perform'd  your  will,  the  Twain 
in  whom  fuch  heat  and  biacke  rebellions  raigne 

hath  undergone  your  fentence,  anddifgnce  : 
onely  the  Mayd  I have  referv'd,  whole-face 
fhewes  much  amendment,  many  a tear  doiJh  fall 
in  lorrow  of  her  fault;  great  Fair  recall 
your  heavie  doome,  in  frope  of  better  daye>, 
which  I dare  promife , once  again  upraile 
lier  heavie  Spirit  that  neere  drowned  lyes 
in  felfe  confuming  care  that  never  dyes. 

Qi or.  I am  content  to  pardon,  call  her  in ; 
the  Ayre  growescoole  again,  and  doth  begin 
to  purge  it  felfe,  how  bright  the  day  doth  (how, 
after  this  ftormie  cloud  ? goe  Satyr?,  goe, 
and  with  this  taper  bold!’  try  her  hand  t 
if  (he  be  pure  and  good,  a d finnely  (land 
to  be  fo  ftill,  we  have  perform'd  a worke 
worthy  the  gods  themfelves.  Satyre  hings  Amarillis  in. 

Satyr,  Come  forward  Mayden,  doe  not  lurke 
nor  hide  your  face  with  griefe  and  (hame, 
now  or  never  get  a name 
that  may  raife  thee,  and  recure 
all  thy  life  chat  was  impure  : 
hold  your  hand  unto  the  flame  j 
if  thou  beeft  a perfed  dame; 
or  haft  truely  vow'd  to  mend, 
this  pale  fire  will  be  thy  friend. 

See  the  taper  hurts  her  not. 

Goe  thy  wayes,  let  never  fpot 
henceforth  feize  upon  thy  blood. 

Thanke  the  gods  and  ftill  be  good. 

Clor  Y oang  ShepherdelTe,  now  ye  are  brought  again 
to  virgin  (late,  be  fo,  and  fo  remaine 
to  thy  laft  day,  unleffe  the  faithfuil  love 
of  (ome  good  Shepherd  force  thee  to  remove  • 
then  labour  to  be  true  to  him,  and  live 
as  fuch  a one,  that  ever  drives  to  give 
a bieifed  memory  to  after  Time. 

Be 
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be  famous  for  your  good,  not  for  your  crime. 

No;v  holy  man,  t offei  up  again 
thcfe  patients  full  of  health  and  free  from  pain  : 
keep  them  from  after  ills,  be  ever  neere 
unto  their  a ctions,  teach  them  how  to  cleer 
the  cedi  jus  way  they  pa  fie  through,  from  fufped, 
keep  them  from  wrongrir.g  others,  or,negied 
ofdutv  in  ihemfelves  co^rcd  the  blood 
with  thrftie  bit^and  labour,  let  che  floud, 
or  the  next  neighbouring  fpring  give  remedy 
to  greedy  thirft,  and  travel!  not  the  tree 
that  hangs  with  wanton  clutters,  let  not  wine, 
unieffe  in  facrifice,  or  rights  divine, 
be  ever  knowne  of  Shepherds,  have  a care 
thou  man  of  holy  life.  Now  doe  not  fpare 
their  faults  through  much  remiffnefTe,  nor  forget 
to  cheriih  him,  whofe  many  paines  and  iwet 
hath  giv'n  increafe,  and  added  to  the  downes. 

Sort  all  your  Shepherds  from  che  lazy  clownes 
that  feed  their  heifers  in  the  budded  Broomes : 
teach  the  young  may  dens  ftri&nefle,  that  the  groomes 
may  ever  fear  to  tempt  their  blowing  youth  ; 
banifh  all  complements,  but  {ingle  truth 
from  every  tongue,  and  every  Shepherds  heart, 
let  them  ftill  ufe  perfwading,  but  no  Art : 
thus  holy  Prieftt  I wifh  to  thee  and  thefe, 
all  the  beft  goods  and  comforts  that  may  pleafe, 

A lex.  And  all  thofe  ble/fings  Heaven  did  ever  give 
we  pray  upon  this  Bower  may  ever  live. 

Kneele  everY  Shepherd,  whiift  with  powerfull  hand 
I bleffe  your  after  labours,  and  the  Land 
you  feed  > our  flocks  upon.  Great  Pan  defend  you 
from  misfortune,  and  amend  you, 
keep  you  ‘rom  thofe  dangers  ftilj 
that  are  > lloved  by  your  will, 
give  ye  meanes  to  know  at  length 
all  your  r-ches,  all  vour  ftrength 
cannot  Keip  your  foot  from  falling 
to  lewd  luft,  that  ftill  ^calling 
at  your  cottage  j till  his  power  . 
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bring  again  that  golden  hours 
of  peace  and  reft  to  every  loule. 

May  his  care  of  you  controule 
ail  difeafes,  fores  or  pain 
that  in  after  time  may  raigne, 
either  in  your  flocks  or  you, 
give  ye  all  affections  new, 
new  deiires,  and  tempers  new, 
that  ye  may  be  ever  true. 

Now  rife  and  goe,  and  as  ye  pafte  away 
ling  to  the  god  of  fheepe,  that  happy  lay, 
that  honeft  Dor  us  taught  ye.  Dor  us , he 
that  was  the  fouie  and  god  of  melody. 

The  Song 

All ye  woods,  and  tres  and  bower  s7 
All  ye  verities  and  ye  powers 
That  inhabit  in  the  lakes. 

In  the  p leaf  ant  (prints  or  Brakes, 

A dove  your  f set 
To  our  found , 
whllft  we  greet 
All  this  ground, 

JVith  his  honour  and  his  name 
T hat  defends  our  flocks  from  blame. 

He  is  great,  and  he  is  juft. 

He  is  eves  a cod,  dnd  mu  ft 
Thus  be  honour9 d : Daffodillies  , 

Rofes,  Tinks,  and  loved  Lillies, 

Let  us  fling, 

Whiljt  we  ftng. 

Ever  holy , 

Ever  holy , 

Ever  honour  d ever  young. 

Thus  g re  at  Pan  is  ever  Jung.  Exeunt, 

Saty.  Thou  divineft,  faireft,  brighteft, 
thou  moft  powerful!  Mayd.  and  whiteft, 
thou  moft  vertuous  and  moft  blefted, 
eyes  of  ftarresi  and  golden  treffed 
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like  A folio , tell  me  fweeteft 
what  new  fervice  now  is  meeteft 
for  the  Satyre  ? (hall  I ftray 
in  the  middle  ayre,  and  ftay 
the  fay  ling  Racke,  or  nimbly  take 

hold  by  the  Moone,  and  gently  make 

fute  to  the  pale  Queene  of  night 
for  a beame  to  give  thee  light  ? 

Shall  I dive  into  the  Sea, 
and  bring  thee  corrall,  making  way 
through  the  riling  waves  that  fall 
in  fnowie  fleeces  ? deereft,  fliall 
I catch  the  wanton  Fawnes,  or  flyes, 
whofe  woven  wings  the  Summer  dyes 
of  many  colours  ? get  thee  fruit  ? 

Or  fteale  from  heaven  old  Orpheus  Lute? 

All  thefe  lie  venter  for,  and  more, 
to  doe  her  fervice  all  thefe  woods  adore. 

Clor.  No  other  fervice,  Satyre , but  thy  watch 
about  thefe  thickets,  left  harmelefTe  people  catch 
mifehiefe  or  fad  mifchance. 

Satyr.  Holy  virgin,  1 will  dance 
round  about  thefe  woods  as  quick 
as  the  breaking  light,  and  prick 
downe  the  lawnes,  and  downe  the  vales 
^fafter  then  the  Windmill  fades, 
fo  J take  my  leave,  and  pray 
all  the  comforts  of  the  day, 
fuch  as  ^Phoebus  heat  doth  fend 
on  the  earth,  may  ftill  befriend 
thee,  and  this  arbour. 

Clgr.  And  to  thee, 
all  thy  Matters  love  be  free. 
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